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CHAPTER I. 

" Mamma," said little Madeline Clifford, as she 
looked up from the work which she had been indus- 
triously hemming for nearly a quarter of an hour, 
" I want very much to ask you a question." 

" Well, my love, what is it I why should you be 
afraid ?" 

" Because perhaps you wiU think it is curious, 
and would rather not answer." 

" I can but say no ! if I think it wrong." 

" Oh ! it is not wrong, I am sure ; but sometimes 
you tell us not to trouble ourselves about other per- 
sons' concerns ; and what I wish to know has nothing 
really to do with me, or with any of us." 

Mrs Clifford smiled : " Shall I tell you, Made- 
line," she said, " what you are going to ask?" 

" You can't, mamma ; how should you know, you 
cannot look at my thoughts." 

" But I can guess them, which sometimes does as 
well. What made you listen so much to what Mrs 
Mortimer and I were saying just now ? " 

" Oh then, mamma, you do know : but I did not 
understand when I did listen ; because I could not 
make out what Mrs Mortimer meant, when she said 
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that Lady Catharine Hyde was going to adopt Alice 
Lennox. What is adopting ?" 

" Taking her to be her own child ; and having her 
taught, and clothed, and fed, as a mother would." 

" And wiU she love her?" inquired Madeline: 
'' I should not care for all the eating and drinking in 
the world if no one loved me." ' 

" I have no doubt Lady Catharine will," replied 
Mrs Clifford, " because she 4s a very kind-hearted 
person ; and Alice is most fortunate in having found 
such a friend, now that she has lost her mother." 

" Lady Catharine was very fond of Mrs Lennox, 
was jihe not, mamma?" asked Madeline. 

" Yes, my dear, very ; and she promised, when 
Mrs Lennox was dying, that Alice should live with 
her, and be to her as her. own little girl : and the 
fact of her keeping her word so strictly in the one 
case, is a reason for believing she vidll do so in the 
other." 

" WiU Alice like it?" said Madeline, quickly. 

" I don't know, my dear ; and she is too sorrow- 
fiil now for any one to judge." 

" But, mamma, will she be Alice Lennox stiU?" 

Mrs Clifford could not help smiling : " Yes, my 
love ; why should she not ?" 

" But if she is Lady Catharine Hyde's child, how 
can she be?" 

" She wiU not be hers really, but only what is 
called adopted." 

" And so her name will not alter," said Madeline. 
^' Persons' names do alter though, sometimes, mamma : 
yours was Beresford once." 

" Yes ; that was my surname ; I changed it when 
I was married ; but my other name — ^my christian 
name — ^I kept, and must keep always." 

" Mary, you mean," said Madeline ; " is that your 
best name?" 



LAKETON PARSONAGE. 3 

« Yes," replied Mrs Clifford : « Beresford is the 
name I had when I was bom into the world, of 
human parents ; but Mary was the name given me 
when I was baptized, and made a child of God. The 
one you see I have lost, but the other I keep.'* 

" And Madeline is my best name then ; but I 
don't remember that it is, when I am called." 

" I am afraid we are all apt to forget," replied her 
mother : " and though a great many persons have 
never been baptized, and yet are called by two names, 
that is no reason why we should think nothing of 
our christian names, and of the occasion on which 
they were given to us." 

IVIadeline waited for an instant; and then said, 
" So Alice will be Alice always ; and yet she will 
seem different when she lives at the Manor." 

" She will belong to a new femUy," said Mrs 
Clifford : " and if Lady Catharine were to wish it 
very much, she might by and by take the name of 
Hyde, besides Lennox ; though I do not think this 
is likely. Surnames can be altered ; christian names 
cannot. But you must not ask me any more ques- 
tions, my dear child : I have told you all I know ; 
and I am going out." 

Madeline looked as if she would willingly have 
kept her mamma a few moments longer ; but Mrs 
Clifford was gone almost before she had time to 
determine upon what was next to be said; and 
Madeline's only resource was to sit with her work 
in her lap, and her head resting upon her hand, while 
she thought upon what her mamma had said, and 
the sudden change which had occurred in the life of 
her young companion. 

Madeline's meditations, however, did not last very 
long. They were interrupted by the sound of a 
child's voice pronouncing her name ; and a stranger, 
on hearing the tone in which it was repeated, would 
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probably have started with surprise; for the voice 
seemed Madeline's own. And still more on turning 
to look at the little girl, who walked slowly into the 
room with a book in her hand, upon which her eyes 
were bent whilst she moved, it might almost have 
been supposed that two Madelines, alike in every 
look and feature, were present. There was the 
same fair complexion, the same light glossy hair, the 
same blue eye, the same height and size. It was, to 
all appearance, Madeline's second self. And if Made- 
line had been asked, she would have said that her 
twin sister, her darling Ruth, was indeed her second 
self; that what one liked the other liked ; what one 
wished for the other desired too ; that they had 
never been separated for a single day— scarcely even 
for an hour ; that they had learnt the same lessons 
from one book ; that they had played, and walked, 
and slept together, day after day, and night after 
night ; and that without Kuth she could not imagine 
it possible to be happy for a moment. Ruth would 
have said the same: yet the two sisters were not 
really alike ; and even in their manner and appear- 
ance, it was possible for a person who observed 
them careftQly to discover many differences. 

Madeline's voice was clear and merry; she ran 
about the house singing and laughing, as if her 
heart was too full of happiness to allow her a 
moment's rest. Ruth laughed and sang also ; but 
her laugh was low, and her songs were quiet ; and 
she was most frequently seen walking along the 
passage or up the staircase, reading as she went, 
in the same way as she was doing when she just 
now came into the room. There was joyousness in 
Madeline's glance, and her mouth seemed formed 
only for smiles; but Ruth's clear blue eye was 
thoughtftd ; and when she joined in Madeline's laugh, 
she was the first to become serious again, and to 
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remember a lesson, or a piece of work, or something 
they had been told to do, but which they were likely 
to forget. 

In temper they were still more different. Made- 
line was hasty and thoughtless, quickly put out of 
humour, but as quickly recovering herself. She 
never hesitated to confess a fault when she had 
committed it ; but perhaps the next minute the con- 
fession was forgotten, and the offence repeated. 

Ruth was said to be shy ; and many persons thought 
her gentle and humble ; for she blushed when she 
was reproved, never made excuses, and always bore 
punishment without complaining; but her mamma 
sometimes grieved to find, that afiter her little girl 
had done wrong, she kept away from her ; and that 
instead of throwing her arms round her neck, as 
Madeline always did, and begging for forgiveness, 
she sat silent, reading, or working, or learning her 
lessons; and now and then allowed hours to pass 
without expressing any sorrow. 

Still, on the whole, Ruth was careM and attentive, 
and it was but seldom that Mrs Clifford had occasion 
to correct her, and perhaps it was from this cause 
that the evil in her disposition was not so easily per- 
ceived as in Madeline's. Ruth Clifford was shy, and 
liked to keep to herself, and not to be obliged to go 
into the drawing-room to speak to strangers, and she 
was heartily ashamed whenever she had done wrong. 
But it was not because she was humble that the 
colour rushed to her cheek when she was reproved, 
but because in truth she was very proud. As soon 
as she began to understand the difference between 
right and wrong, Ruth learnt to think herself much 
better than Madeline. The servants scolded Madeline 
for being hasty, but they praised her because she was 
gentle. They complained of Madeline's thoughtless- 
ness, but they declared that Ruth scarcely ever re* 
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quired to be reminded of the same thing twice* As 
they grew older, Madeline used to forget her lessons, 
but it seldom happened that Ruth was not perfect in 
hers ; and Madeline herself, when in disgrace, would 
frequently cry, and wish she was half as good as her 
sister. Scarcely any one guessed the great defect in 
Ruth's character to be want of humility, except her 
papa and mamma; for pride is one of those very 
serious faults which are often but little perceived, 
and therefore the more difficult to correct. 

But though Madeline and Ruth Clifford, like other 
little girls of their age, had many faults which it 
required time and care to overcome, on the whole 
they were good children, whom every one felt in- 
clined to love. True and open, generally speaking, 
in all that they did, good natured and generous, and 
anxious to please their parents, no one could live 
with them, without being interested in them. 

Mr Clifford was a clergyman; he was not rich, 
and he had a large parish to attend to, a number of 
poor people to see every day, and many duties to 
make him anxious and sometimes sad ; but he was 
a man whose first wish and endeavour was to obey 
God, and therefore, whatever trouble he might meet 
with, he had a peaceful, contented mind ; and when 
the labours of the day were over, and he could enjoy 
a walk or a conversation with his wife or with his 
children, he often said with a sincere heart that the 
blessings of his earthly lot were such as to overwhelm 
him with the sense of God's bounty. And certainly 
his home was placed in a scene where the beauty of 
nature alone must have given him enjoyment. 

The parsonage of Laneton was situated at the 
farthest end of a little village about half a mile from 
the sea coast. It was a cottage, built upon a hill ; 
rather low, and long, and standing upon a smooth 
piece of turf, with some pretty flower beds in front, 
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and a row of large elm trees upon a grassy bank at 
the side. The road through the village passed it on 
the right, and on the left it was bordered by a thick 
copse and some green meadows ; while, directly in 
front, beyond the scattered dwellings of the poor, 
and the trees which skirted the extensive grounds 
of Haseley Manor, lay a broad expanse of the blue 
sea, the curling waves of which broke upon a sandy 
beach shut in by the steep red cliffs that formed the 
little bay of Laneton. Laneton was but a small 
village, and in itself had no particular beauty, but 
scarcely any one passed through mthout admiring 
it. There was a peculiar air of neatness in the 
cottages and gardens, the flowers were bright, the 
windows dean, the palings weU kept. No thatch torn 
as if on purpose to admit the rain and wind, no 
broken fences, or mud walls, no gates off their hinges; 
it was a place which every one saw at once was 
cared for. Some thanks for all this were due to 
Lady Catharine Hyde, the possessor of Haseley 
Manor, and the owner of nearly every cottage in the 
place ; but there was gratitude of a still higher kind 
due to Mr Clifford. It was his goodness which had 
been the means of gaining an influence over the poor 
people, and making them more constant at church, 
and more attentive to their families ; it was his in- 
struction which had brought the children of his 
parish into such excellent order, that to belong to 
Laneton was a recommendation to the whole neigh- 
bourhood; whilst his constant self-denial and de- 
votion made him spare neither time nor labour if he 
saw the least hope of being of use to the humblest 
of those committed to his care. All this trouble was 
shared by his wife — Mrs Clifford did not indeed 
teach and advise the poor in the same way as her 
husband, but she could and did work for them, and 
yisit them, and tell them how they were to take care 
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of their little ones. She helped them when they 
were ill, and comforted and felt for them when they 
were unhappy; and thus took from her husband 
half the labour of his heavy duties. With such 
parents Madeline and Buth had spent a very happy 
childhood, for they were taught to employ their time 
usefully, and to be contented with the blessings 
which Grod had granted them, and they had no idea 
that any home could be prettier, or any station in 
life better, than their own. They had scarcely ever 
been away from Laneton, and they heard little of 
what passed in other houses, for there were but 
few children in the neighbourhood, and there was 
only one with whom they were allowed constantly to 
play. 

Alice Lennox was the only child of a widow lady, 
whose husband had been an officer in the army. Mrs 
Lennox was a great invalid at the time when she 
first came to live at Laneton, in the small white house 
which fronted Lady Catharine Hyde's lodge. No 
one seemed to know much about her except Lady 
Catharine herself, and her attentions never ceased. 
Whether it were from being lonely also, from having 
lost her husband and having no child to interest her ; 
or merely from natural kindness of heart ; or, as 
some people said, because they had been friends in 
years gone by, and had promised even in their school 
days that they would never forsake each other when 
trials should come upon them ; certain it is, that Lady 
Catharine's affection for Mrs Lennox was very un- 
like that which is ffenerally seen. Few days passed 
without their meeting, for scarcely any en^ments 
were allowed to interfere with the accustomed visits. 
Books, pictures, flowers, and fruit, were regularly 
sent from the Manor, though Mrs Lennox had no- 
thing to offer in return but her gratitude and love ; 
and when the illness which had been gradually 
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increasiDg for maDj months, at length was pro- 
nounced to be dangerous, Lady Catharine spent days 
and nights by the side of her invalid friend, and 
seemed to forget that it was possible to be weary, 
whilst she could afford a moment's comfort to one 
she loved. 

Mrs Lennox was fully deserving of this affection, 
though few praised, or spoke of her, except in pity. 
Only Mr Clifford often expressed to his wife his 
surprise at the patience with which she bore the 
most painM sufferings, and wished that he had been 
acquainted with her in the days of her health, when 
he might have been able, from conversation, to learn 
more of a character which appeared so meek and so 
resigned. Sometimes, also, when he returned from 
one of his frequent visits with a countenance of sor- 
row, he would say that his grief was not for her, for 
that she was fitted for the peace of heaven, and he 
could not wish to keep her from it; but that he 
mourned for her orphan child, and for the dreadM 
loss which the death of such a mother must be. It 
was no matter of surprise to him when Mrs Lennox 
had breathed her last, and her child was left without 
any relations who were able to protect her, to be 
told that it was Lady Catharine's intention to adopt 
Alice Lennox, and take her at once to live with her 
at the Manor. It seemed a natural step for one who 
had shown so much afiection to her mother ; and 
when the wish was mentioned to him, he could but 
say that it was a merciful arrangement of Provi- 
dence, and he trusted it might be a source of blessing 
to both Lady Catharine and her little charge. The 
change would have been a great event to any other 
person, but Alice was too unhappy to understand it. 
When she was told that she was to leave the small 
house which had been her home for the last two 
years, and go to live at Haseley Manor, and be treated 
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as the daughter of Lady Catharine Hyde, she only 
cried bitteriy, and said that she would rather stay 
with her mamma's maid Benson ; she did not like 
the Manor, it looked so gloomy ; and Lady Catha- 
rine was not her mamma, and she did not want to 
go to her. A few persons wondered at the little girl's 
dislike to the notion, and said that it was not natural, 
and showed that she had no gratitude, and was very 
cold-hearted; but Madeline and Euth Clifford, 
who had been Alice's playfellows for many months, 
understood a great deal more of her real feelings. 
They knew that she was not insensible to Lady 
Catharine's kindness, though there were some things 
which made her feel frightened at the thoughts of 
living with her. 

" It is really true, Ruth," said Madeline, as she 
jumped up from her seat when her sister came into 
the room ; " Mamma says that Alice is to live at 
the Manor. I wish she would let me go and see her 
first." 

" I don't think she will want to see us to-day," 
said Ruth ; " we couldn't play, you know." 

" No, not play, exactly, but I should like to talk 
to her, and make her tell me whether she likes going. 
Do you know that, perhaps, by and by, she will be 
called Hyde as well as Lennox!" 

" Does mamma say so?" inquired Ruth in sur- 
prise. 

^^ Mamma says she might be, but she does not think 
she will be ; but she must be Alice always." 

" Why must ?" asked Ruth ; " why may not Alice 
be changed as well as Lennox?" 

" Because Alice is her christian name," replied 
Madeline, '' and mamma says people keep that al- 
ways." 

" I never thought before whether I had a chris- 
tian name," said Ruth ; ^^ but I suppose that is why 
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we answer Euth and Madeline, and not Clifford, 
when we say the catechism." 

" Yes," said Madeline, pleased at having given 
her sister a new notion, " but if you were Alice, 
should you like to be called Miss Hyde V* 

" I don't know," said Ruth ; " I think I should 
choose to have my own name." 

" I like Lennox better than Hyde, too," said 
Madeline ; " but it would be such fun to have a new 
name : shouldn't you like to be adopted ? " 

" I should not like to be Lady Catharine's child," 
replied Ruth. 

" No, of course, not to give up one's own papa 
and mamma; but Alice has none now." Ruth 
looked grave. " It is very dismal, I know," con- 
tinued Madeline, her bright face becoming sad also ; 
" but there will be a great many pleasant things at 
Haseley which Alice never would have had if she 
had gone on living in that little poky house. All I 
should dislike would be to have such a strict mam- 
ma ; doesn't it sound odd 1 — ^I never can fancy Lady 
Catharine a mamma, can you 1 " 

" No," said Ruth, laughing, " she is just like a 
governess." 

" So she is, — ^a stiff, starch governess, all set up 
and prim, like Miss Meadows, who came here in 
the summer with Emma Ferrers. If I were Alice, 
I would call her governess." 

" No," said Ruth ; " that would be wrong, because 
you know she is really so kind." 

" And mamma says, too," continued Madeline, 
^^ that all governesses are not prim, and that she 
loved one of hers very much ; but she lived a great 
many years ago. I should like to see some more 
governesses, and then I could tell." For a few 
moments Madeline forgot Alice Lennox, whilst 
endeavouring to remember exactly what Miss Mea- 
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dows was like, and determining whether she would 
rather live with her or with Lady Catharine Hyde. 

Euth was silent likewise ; hut after a short pause 
she exclaimed, " What I should like would be, to 
be as rich as if I were Lady Catharine's child when 
I grew up. I wouldn't live with her now, but I 
should like to have some great thing to look forward 
to." 

" That is such a long time to come," said Made- 
line ; " I never can think of things that are far off." 

" Not so many years," observed Buth ; " we are 
ten now — ^in eight years time we shall be eighteen ; 
it does not seem so very long." 

*' It does to me," observed Madeline ; " I can't 
understand what it is for things to be going to hap- 
pen so &r off as one year ; and that is a reason why 
I should not care to be Alice. It would be no good 
to have pleasure to come, by and by ; I should want 
to have it at once." 

" I dare say Alice will have some pleasures," said 
Euth : " but I don't know that I should much enjoy 
them, if I had to live with that strict Lady Catharine, 
instead of our own dear papa and mamma." 

" I wonder whether we shall ever go and play at 
Haseley ?" said Madeline : " I heard Benson telling 
Alice it was such a beautiful place for hide and seek." 

'^ Lady Catharine does not like a noise," said 
Buth ; " you remember how she always kept on 
hushing whenever we went into the white house, 
and she was there. Somehow, I don't think I could 
play at the Manor." 

" Oh ! as for that," exclaimed Madeline, " I can 
play anywhere ; and I don't think Lady Catharine 
is cross exactly, though she does hush so much. I 
dare say she will not care when there is no person 
ill in the house." 

" Perhaps not," replied Buth, as if scarcely at- 
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tending to what her sister was sajing; and after 
thinking for some minutes she added — '^ it is the 
odd feeHng I can't understand* It would be like play- 
ing at being her child as we play with our dolls. I don't 
think I should like it ; — ^no, I am sure I should not." 

" Well ! I should," said Madeline ; " it is very 
strange of you, Buth, not thinking of things as I do. 
I don't mean, of course, that it would be pleasant 
going away from home ; but if I could go to a new 
house and a new place, with papa and mamma, and 
you '' 

^' And be Lady Catharine's child all the time," 
said Ruth, laughing ; " she should be your mamma, 
Madeline — ^I would not have her for mine." 

" How I long to see AHce !" said Madeline : " I 
fancy she must be different, though it is such a 
little while ago that we were with her. Mrs Morti- 
mer said to mamma, that she heard she was to go 
to the Manor to-morrow." 

" To-morrow is the ftmeral," said Buth. 

" Yes, I know it is ; shouldn't you like to see it?" 

" No," replied Ruth, quickly. 

" Oh ! why not ? Cook said, that if we looked out 
of the nursery window we should be able to watch 
it all the way to the churchyard. Lady Catharine's 
great carriagi is to be there, Ld Mr Mortimer is going 
in a carriage too ;— there can be no harm in looking." 

" I don't suppose there would be any harm in it," 
replied Ruth ; " but I know it would make me cry, 
and I think it would make you cry, too, Madeline. 
Don't you remember how kind Mrs Lennox was 
whenever we went there, and how she used to give 
us oranges and baked apples!" 

Madeline looked a little ashamed : '^ I was not 
thinking of Mrs Lennox," she said, '^ only about 
the carriages ; but, Buth, don't you think she is very 
happy f 
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" Yes," replied Ruth, " yet I don't like her being 
gone at all the more for that ; and when nobody lives 
at the white house, I shall hate passing by it." 

" You are always thinking of sometlung on be- 
yond," said Madeline. " I wish I could. I am sure 
no one would love me if they knew I wanted to see 
the funeral — ^no one but you, Ruth ; but you can't 
help it, because we are sisters." 

" If Alice had a sister !" began Ruth. 

" Yes, wouldn't it be nice for her I She asked 
me one day if you and I were not just like sisters to 
her, and I did not know what to say. I don't think 
we can be like sisters to anybody but ourselves — 
do you think we can ?" 

" No," replied Ruth, earnestly ; " and papa and 
mamma would not wish us to be. You know they 
said, only last Sunday, when we were sitting in the 
arbour aSter church, that all our whole lives, if we 
lived ever and ever so long, there would be nobody 
to love us in the same way, because of no one hav •> 
ing just the same things to remember." 

" We have quite the same," said Madeline, " all 
the way back as far as we can think." 

" Yes," continued Ruth, " all from that red spell- 
ing-book which uncle George gave us when we were 
three years old." 

"-Aid the work-boxes," added Madeline; "and 
that time when old Roger used to dip us in the sea, 
— ^and the new curtains to our bed, Ruth ; only I 
cried, and you did not, when mamma would not 
let us pull them close; and, oh, so many things!" 
Ruth's memory was the clearer of the two, and one 
thing recalled another, till the principal events oi 
their short and sunny lives had been named; and 
then Madeline ended, by throwing her arm round 
Ruth's neck, and repeating, " Mamma says, there is 
nothing like a sister." 
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CHAPTER n. 

It was in the cool of the evening, when the lessons 
were all finished, that Ruth seated herself in the 
arbour at the bottom of the garden, from whence 
she could see the boats and vessels which were in 
the bay, and watch the fishennen mending their 
nets, or sauntering about on the sandy beach, or 
leaning against the rocks, waiting for the return of 
their absent companions. It was Ruth's &.vourite 
spot ; and she generally found great amusement in 
the sea and all that was connected with it ; but on 
this day her eyes were not fixed upon the blue 
waves, or the white foam, or the red sandy shore ; 
but upon the old turret-like chimneys of Haseley 
Manor, which were seen peeping above the trees to 
the right of the bay. Whatever Ruth's thoughts 
might have been, they employed her so deeply, that 
Madeline called to her several times without receiv- 
ing an answer; and at last she begged not to be 
interrupted, and allowed her sister to run races with 
Rover down the long green walk in the kitchen 
garden, without feeling any wish to join her. Ruth 
was fond of sitting by herself, and thinking about 
the things which she heard and saw every day ; and 
trying to fancy what she should be like when she 
was a grown-up woman. She seldom, however, 
spoke of her own fancies; and even her mamma 
often observed her grave moods, without being able 
to find out their cause. The person who made Ruth 
talk most was her papa. She had been taught to 
look up to him with great reverence ; and when he 
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asked her questions, it seemed wrong not to answer 
them, though it was often difficult to find proper 
words for explaining what she meant. But Mr 
Clifford had a sort of power of guessing what was in 
his little girl's mind before she had even attempted 
to tell him; and often repeated her very thoughts 
aloud in a way which made Buth start, as if she 
imagined he must be one of the magicians or con- 
jurors of whom she had sometimes read. It was in 
the same arbour in which Ruth was now sitting, that 
she had most frequently talked with her papa. Mr 
Clifford liked it as much or even more than Buth 
herself; since he could enjoy it not merely because 
the view was pleasant, but because the sea, and the 
sky, and the steep cliffs with their jagged edges over- 
hanging the shore, and even the masses of sea-weed 
tossed to and fro by the tide, made him think of the 
unspeakable goodness of that Almighty God who has 
given so much beauty to this sinful earth. 

Buth liked these conversations ahnost more than 
any amusement, though she felt sometimes that it 
would be difficult to say any thing in answer. She 
often listened silently, or only repeated yes and no, 
till her father had finished talking, and then ran 
away to tell Madeline all that he had said, and beg 
her to stay with her in the arbour the next evening 
and listen too. But perhaps the next evening came, 
and Mr Clifford was engaged in his study, or walk- 
ing with her mamma ; and Madeline thought it tire- 
some to wait for him, and chose to play instead; 
so days and even weeks passed, before Ruth again 
had what she was accustomed to call a long talk. 
This evening, when the air was sultry, and &e sea 
looked motionless, and not a leaf was stirring upon 
the trees, was just fitted for sitting still. Ruth hoped 
her papa might perhaps come into the garden, for 
she had seen hei: mother set off for the village ; and 
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she thought, if her father waa left alone, he would 
be the more likely to find his way to her ; and thus 
it proved. Ruth had scarcely begun to think about 
the life which Alice Lennox would be likely to lead 
at the Manor, when her papa's hand was placed upon 
her shoulder : " You here alone, my child ? where 
is Madeline!" 

" Playing with Rover in the green walk, papa ; 
but it is so hot." 

" And you like best to sit still ; but I am not sure 
that it is as good for you, Ruth — that is, generally ; 
perhaps to-night there is no harm in being quiet." 

" We played last evening, and the evening before, 
and the evening before that," said Ruth, " and I 
don't care for it to-night ; and there is not room in 
the walk for two to run with Rover." 

" Is that the only reason for liking to sit still, and 
be aJone ?" inquired Mr Clifibrd. 

"Not the only one, papa. The sea looks so 
beautiful, and the fishing-boats are just going off; 
and, besides that,. I was thinking about Alice Len- 
nox." 

" Poor child!" sighed Mr Clifford; " to-morrow 
will be a sad day for her." 

" Worse than to-day, papa, do you think?" 

" Yes, my love ; for many reasons. Some of them, 
perhaps, you would not quite understand, for you 
have never known what it is to lose any one you 
have loved very much; and you cannot tell how 
dreary and lonely every thing seems, when we have 
laid our friends to rest in the earth, and are obliged 
to go back ourselves to our common duties." 

"But Alice's life will be different after to-morrow," 
observed Ruth ; " for Madeline says she ia to go 
directly to live with Lady Catharine." 

" Yes," replied Mr Clifford, " it will indeed be 
very different ;, but I do not think that is likely to 
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make her less unhappy, because at first every thing 
will be strange." 

'^ I was thinking of that, papa, when you came. 
Madeline and I were talking about it all this morn- 
ing, and Madeline said she should like to be adopted." 

" And should you like it too, Ruth ? " 

Ruth coloured, as she generally did when she was 
asked any questions about herself: '^ I don't know, 
papa," she said. " We don't mean either of us, Uiat 
we could bear to go away from you, because it would 
make us very unhappy ; but only that every thing 
would be new and " 

"And what, Ruth?" The answer was inter- 
rupted by the approach of Rover, who was quickly 
followed by Madeline. " Now, Rover, down ! 
down 1 " said Mr Clifibrd, as the huge black dog put 
his paws upon his knees. 

" Rover and I have been having such fun!" ex- 
claimed Madeline : " we have been running races ; 
and he is so good, he came directly I called him, 
though I knew he wanted to go into the pond." 

" And papa and I have been having pleasure 
too," said Ruth ; " at least I know I have." 

" Pleasure ! what pleasure?" said Madeline, 
quickly. 

" Talking pleasure," replied Ruth ; " and I like 
it much better than running." 

" I shall like it too, now," said Madeline, taking 
off her bonnet, and throwing it upon the ground ; 
" I am very tired." 

Mr Clifford took up the bonnet and placed it upon 
her head : " Prudence, Madeline, my darling : there 
is no surer way of taking cold than that ; and I am 
not inclined yet to see you become ill, and perhaps 
die." 

" You would be as sorry to part with us as wo 
should be to go away from you, papa," replied Ruth, 
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Mr Clifford only smiled in answer; and after a 
few moments' silence, said, " And yet Madeline 
thinks she should like to be adopted by some one 
else.'' 

" Oh no, papa !" exclaimed Madeline, whose quick 
feelings were instantly touched ; " that was only 
when I was silly this morning; I did not really mean 
it." 

" But is there any harm, papa," asked Euth, 
timidly, " in liking to have something to look for- 
ward to when one is grown up, as Alice Lennox 
will have, if she is to be such a great person as Lady 
Catharine Hyde's daughter?" 

" No harm, my dear, if we look forward to the 
right things." Ruth's countenance showed that 
she did not entirely comprehend. " You don't know 
what I mean, do you, Ruth ?" said Mr Clifford. 

" Not quite, papa." 

'< It is rather difficult to understand : but suppos- 
ing I were to tell you that I had been adopted myself, 
and that you had both been adopted also, and your 
dear mamma, and all your friends, and that we had 
much greater things to look forward to than any 
which Alice Lennox can have from merely being 
treated as Lady Catharine Hyde's daughter, should 
you believe me?" The children did not answer; 
but Madeline gazed wonderingly in her father's face. 
" It is not the first time we have talked about it," 
continued Mr Clifford : " I think only last Sunday 
I heard you repeat words which spoke of it." 

" Sunday, papa!" repeated Madeline, hastily: 
but Ruth considered, and then said : '' In the cate- 
chism?" 

Mr Clifford rested his hand fondly upon her head. 
" Thank you, my child ; I am sure you understand 
me now. What is it you say, Madeline, in the 
answer to the first question in the catechism, when 
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you are asked who gave you your Christian name ? " 
Madeline repeated the sentence ; and, when she had 
finished, Mr Clifford said : " Euth, you can tell me 
in your own words why I have reason to declare 
that you and Madeline have both been adopted. " 

" I can't tell, papa, " interrupted Madeline : " I 
wish you would teach me all about it. " 

" Then we must be grave, Madeline ; and I think 
you are more inclined to go for another run with 
Rover." 

"No, please stay!" exclaimed Ruth; "I like 
having you here too." 

Madeline looked rather wistfully at Rover ; but 
he was sooner tired of play than his young mistress, 
and now lay with his eyes shut, enjoying the pleasant 
warmth of the afternoon sun : " I would rather stay, 
papa ; and I will try and be grave, like Ruth." 

" It is a hard matter, I know," said Mr Clifford ; 
" but when we are talking about Grod and our blessed 
Saviour, we must endeavour to put away idle thoughts 
for the time, or else we shall do ourselves more harm 
than good. What I wanted to say to you both is 
nothing new ; for you have heard a great many times 
that you were made, at your baptism, children of 
God, and inheritors of the kingdom of heaven. Per- 
haps, however, you will be able to know better what 
this means when you have an example, as it were, 
before you. Alice Lennox is to be Lady Catharine 
Hyde's adopted child ; she is to have a fortune, and 
to be what people call very well off in the world, 
when she grows up, if she is good now. It seems as 
if she were a very fortunate little girl, and so indeed 
she is ; but she had a much greater blessing given her 
when- she was baptized, and so had you ; for then 
you were made God's children, and were promised 
a home of perfect beauty and happiness in heaven, 
where po one can ever feel pain, or hunger, or thirst, 
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or cold, or heat, but where you will live with Gmrl 
and the saints and the holy angels for ever. There 
is something, however, which we must always re- 
member, or we shall lose these great blessings. It 
Alice Lennox were to be very ungrateful, and to 
disobey Lady Catharine, do you think she would 
receive the same kindness as if she were to endeavour 
to please her ? " 

" No," said MadeHne ; " but I don't think AHce 
will like to do what Lady Catharine says, because 
Benson always lets her have her own way." 

" So much the worse for her," replied Mr Clifford ; 
*' but that would be extremely naughty in her." 

" She is naughty very often," said Ruth. 

" Perhaps she is, but I think we had better leave 
her faults, and think of our own. I am afraid we 
are all naughty very often, and far more ungrateful 
to Grod than Alice can be to Lady Catharine. And 
there is one great fault, Ruth, which we are much 
more Hkely to commit against God, than we are 
against any human being. I do not suppose Alice 
will ever be wicked enough to forget who gave her 
all her blessings ; but we do so constantly." 

" I don't think we do, papa," said Madeline, 
*' whenever any one asks us who gave us our home, 
and our garden, and all our things, we always say 
that it was God." 

" Yes, my dear child, I dare say you do ; but there 
is something more required than merely to say it, 
especially when we remember how much greater the 
blessings are which God gives us, than any we can 
receive from our fellow creatures. We are really 
made God's children, but Alice Lennox is only 
adopted. Do you know what the difference is?" 
Ruth thought she did, but it was rather difficult to 
explain, and Mr Clifford went on : " Look at that 
la^e tree on the bank," he said, '^ see how it stretches 
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out, and how thick the leaves are. There is a brandi 
lying on the ground close to it ; if I were to tell you 
to go and fasten it on to the trunk, do you think it 
would grow I " 

Madeline laughed at the idea. ^^ Oh ! no, papa ; 
we are not so silly as that.'* 

" But what would prevent it from growing ? It 
would be like the other, and be as near the trunk : 
what would it want ? " 
" The sap," said Euth. 

" Yes, Ruth, you are right, it would want the sap, 
which is constantly passing through the twigs and 
leaves, giving them life and beauty, and making them 
parts of one tree. But do you remember what was 
done with the pear trees in the orchard, last year?" 
" Yes, papa; they were 'grafted." 
" Well, and what became of the grafts?" 
" Oh ! they are all living, and growing quite fast." 
" So, Euth, there is a way of letting the branch 
of a tree into the stock of another, so as to become 
one with it ; although no mere fastening them together 
will ever make them one. Now this, perhaps, will 
serve as an example to you of the difference between 
what has been done for Alice Lennox by Lady 
Catharine Hyde, and what has been done for us by 
Grod. Lady Catharine may adopt Alice, she may in 
a manner &sten her on to herself, that is, take her 
into her house and treat her as her child, but she can 
never actually make her her own. They can never 
have the same relations. But when God received us 
at our baptism. He made us members of Christ ; He 
joined us to our blessed Lord, as one of those living 
branches is joined to the trunk, by giving us His own 
Holy Spirit; and therefore, as Jesus Christ is the 
Son of God, so are we also the children of God." 

" Then, papa," said Euth, " we are all certain of 
going to heaven." 
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" No, indeed, my love, very far from it; you told me 
that the dead bough would not grow because it had no 
sap in it, but that was not always the case, was it ? " 

"No, papa;" exclaimed Madeline, " Thompson 
told me yesterday, that it died away, he did not know 
how, — ^the blight destroyed it, he thought" 

" And so the blight may destroy us, my dear child ; 
the blight of evil tempers, and vain thoughts, and 
idle words, until that blessed Spirit which was given 
us at our baptism shall have departed from us, as the 
sap from the dead branch ; and in the eye of God we 
shall cease to be members of Christ, and at the day of 
judgment shall not be acknowledged as his children." 

Madeline seemed considering what had been said. 
" I hope we shall go to heaven," she replied. 

" We all hope so," said Mr Clifford, gravely ; 
" yet we are sis ungrateful for that hope, for having 
been made inheritors of the kingdom of heaven, as 
we are for having been made the members of Christ, 
and the children of God." 

" Inheritors means that we are to have it by and 
by, doesn't it, papa?" inquired Ruth. 

" Yes, but suppose that instead of looking forward, 
we were to look back, and think of the means by 
which it was purchased for us." 

The children were struck by the solemnity of their 
father's manner : " We should not go to heaven, if 
our Saviour had not died for us," said Madeline. 

" No, my dear child ; assuredly we should not. 
It is only because He suffered, as He did, to save us 
frx)m the curse which was pronounced against us as 
being the sinful children of Adam, that we have any 
title to the happiness of a better world. And how 
often do you think we love our Saviour and thank 
Him for it?" 

" It seems so hard, dear papa," said Madeline ; 
*' but I will try to-morrow." 
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^* To-night also, my darling, I hope ;'* and then, 
after a short pause, Mr Clifford added, " see, Made- 
line, how lovely the water is, with the waves all 
sparkling, and that broad light upon it!" 

" And the sands," exclaimed Madeline, " they are 
quite shining; there is old Roger standing by his 
boat, just by that large rock. Ruth and I call it the 
white horse." 

** How well the trees in the park look, too !" con- 
tinued Mr Clifford. " I don't think I ever saw them 
such a rich green as they are this year." 

" The garden is better than all," added Ruth ; 
^' mamma's geraniums are so bright, and the roses 
and verbenas smell so sweet." 

" Yes," said Mr Clifford, fervently, " it is a most 
beautiftd world. But in that dark lane in Cottington, 
Madeline, where you went with me the other day, to 
visit the poor man who had broken his leg, ^ere 
was nothing like this to be seen, was there?" 

" Oh no, papa; the streets were all dirty and 
narrow, the tops of the houses nearly touched ; and 
don't you remember the naughty children quarrel- 
ingf" 

" The poor man was in great pain," said Mr 
Clifford, '^ he had nothing to eat, and no one to take 
care of him properly; I dare say he would like a 
change. There -would be room for him here, if you 
and Ruth were to go and stay there." 

Madeline started, and looked at her father in fear ; 
*' Oh ! papa, how could we I we should die." 

Mr Clifford was silent, and Ruth raised her eyes 
to his, to see if she could discover the reason. " Our 
blessed Lord did die," he said, at length. " The 
home where He dwelt, Madeline, was brighter than 
the sun, and more glorious than the vast blue sea. 
No sound of sorrow was ever heard in it, and no 
feeling of pain was ever endured in it. Millions of 
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angels knelt before his throne, and worshipped Him 
for His unspeakable greatness, and not one amongst 
them had ever known a thought of sin ; and in that 
home there was room for- us, — ^but only upon one 
condition, — that He should leave it." 

A pause followed, until Ruth said, in a gentle 
voice, " Our Saviour did leave it, papa." 

"Yes," continued her father, " He came upon earth, 
which even in its greatest beauty was to Him but 
a land of darkness ; and He lived, not as we live, 
in comfort and peace, but in poverty and shame, 
amongst the sinners who hated Him. And when He 
had taught them all that it was good for them to 
know, and had cured their diseases, and helped them 
in their difficulties, He gave Himself up to a death 
of agony, to save them and us, — to save you and 
me, and Madeline, from punishment." 

Again Mr Clifford was silent, and Ruth's gaze 
turned involuntarily to the clear sky, whilst Made- 
line whispered, " It is not hard now, papa." 

" It ought not to be hard at any time, my dear," 
replied her father ; " and that it is so is the greatest 
proof we can have of the sinfulness of our nature." 

" It would be much easier if we could see our 
Saviour," said Ruth, timidly. 

" And, perhaps, you think that for that reason it 
might be easier for Alice to love Lady Catharine for 
her kindness, than for us to love God for His : was 
not that in your mind, Ruth?" Ruth looked half 
pleased and half frightened, as she generally did when 
her thoughts were read. " It may be so," continued 
Mr Clifford ; " but it is to our shame and sorrow 
that it should be ; and when we are called to give an 
account of our lives to God, it will be a fearfid thing 
to have to confess that we have enjoyed His blessings, 
and yet have never been thankful for them." 

'^ But if we can't be?" said Madeline. 
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" We can pray that we may be," replied her 
&ther, ^^ and we can repeat to ourselves all the good 
things which God has done for us. We can read the 
bible, and go to church, and we can try to please our 
Saviour by being good-tempered, and humble, and 
sincere, and giving up our money for the poor, and 
going to visit them. If we do all this, we shall cer- 
tainly in time love God with all our hearts, — ^better^ 
yes, £ax better, than we do our dearest earthly friends." 
Madeline became more thoughtful than before, and as 
Mr Cliiford rose to leave iSie arbour, she turned to 
Ruth, and said, '' I liked talking to papa to*nigUt 
more than any play." 
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CHAPTER m. 

Nkablt a week passed by, and little was heard of 
Alice Lennox. On the day of the funeral she had 
been taken to the Manor, and since then she had been 
seen walking with Lady Catharine, through one of 
the long avenues; but whether she was happy, or 
how she behaved, or whether Lady Catharine really 
treated her as she had said, like her own child, no 
one could find out. Mr and Mrs Clifford talked of 
her very often, and Madeline and Ruth always chose 
to walk in the road by the park to the sea-shore, in 
the hope of catching a glimpse of her in passing. 
But the people in the viUage talked more than the 
family at the parsonage ; for in a country place every 
event is thought a great deal of; and though few of 
the cottagers knew any thing of Alice, except from 
having seen her playing in the garden, or walking 
with her nurse, they all felt interested about her, and 
wished much to find out whether she was likely to 
be satisfied and happy in her new home. The person 
from whom most had been learnt about the affairs of 
the white house, was Benson, the lady's maid, or 
nurse, or housekeeper — no one knew exactly what to 
call her, for she seemed to do every thing. She was 
a little bustling woman, with a quick sharp voice, yet 
a very civil manner, extremely fond of finery, and a 
great gossip. The poor villagers thought at first that 
she was much too smart a person for them, and only 
Mrs Dawkins, who kept a good sized shop for tea, 
sugar, oatmed, and other necessary things, and who 
was considered a very important person, had dreamt 
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of asking her to drink tea. But Benson soon gave 
her neighbours to understand that she liked going 
amongst them better than staying at home, and that as 
long as she could have a comfortable seat, and a warm 
cup of tea, and permission to talk, she cared for little 
else. From her, therefore, all that could be learnt 
about Mrs Lennox was learnt ; and a great deal more 
which was not at all true. Benson had only lived 
in the family a few months before she came to Lane- 
ton, and when she found herself at a loss in answering 
the questions which were put to her, made no scruple 
at inventing. She gave a whole history of Lady 
Catharine's acquaintance with Mrs Lennox, though 
she had only been told that it began at school. She 
described Mrs Lennox's marriage, though she knew 
nothing more than that her husband was an officer. 
She repeated long conversations between her mistress 
and Lady Catharine, not one syllable of which she 
had ever heard, beyond a few words which passed 
while she was preparing the tea, or putting the room 
in order. Benson's besetting sin was vanity, which 
showed itself generally in a love of talking and being 
listened to, and when persons indulge in this fault-, 
there is no saying into what mischief it may lead 
them. She was not indeed aware of what she was 
doing, but this did not make the fault at all the less, 
nor did it hinder her from the painful consequences 
which are sure to follow it. 

To the great surprise of the villagers, Alice Len- 
nox was taken to the Manor, and Benson was left 
behind ; it was thought at first to put a few things 
in order at the house, or to take care of the little 
property which was to be sold. But Benson did not 
stay at the house ; it was given in charge to a woman 
whom Lady Catharine had known for many years ; 
Lady Catharine's own maid packed up the few articles 
which were to be kept for little Alice, in remem- 
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brance of her mother ; and the very morning after 
the funeral, when every one was expecting that Ben- 
son would call on Mrs Dawkins, and give the history 
of these strange doings, it was declared by two or 
three persons, whose word could not be doubted, that 
Benson, with a large trunk and a band-box, had been 
seen on the top of the London coach, and that she 
was certainly by that time many miles from Laneton. 
Different feelings were expressed when this news was 
brought. Some wondered a great deal about Ben- 
son, others pitied poor Alice, left without the only 
person whom she had really been fond of, except her 
mamma, for amongst the many things which Benson 
repeated, the one she persisted in most, was the fact 
that little Alice could not bear the sight of Lady 
Catharine Hyde. 

The intelligence of Benson's departure soon reached 
Mrs Clifford, who, though she said less, thought a 
great deal more of Alice than any one else, and did 
truly wish to know if the poor child had suffered 
much from the separation. She was not surprised 
at receiving no communication as to any thing that 
was done. Lady Catharine Hyde had always her 
own peculiar way of doing every thing, and no one 
could at all judge what was likely to be her conduct, 
from knowing how other persons would probably act 
in a similar case. Madeline and Ruth were from 
this circumstance separated from their little com- 
panion at the very moment when she was most likely 
to want them ; and Mrs Clifford now and then began 
to think that it might be Lady Catharine's intention 
to put a stop to their being together for the future. 
One morning, however, at the beginning of the second 
week of Alice's removal to the Manor, just as Mrs 
Clifford had seated herself at the breakfast table, and 
was bidding the children summon their papa from 
bis usual saunter round the garden, Madeline per^^ 
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ceived Lady Catharine's footman approaching the 
gate. 

" News! news, mamma!" she exclaimed, return- 
ing quickly, and allowing Ruth to obey the orders 
alone, " news of Alice ! Grifl5ths is come fix)m the 
Manor, and he has a note, I am nearly quite cer- 
tain." 

" And I am nearly quite certain that you are de- 
ciding, as you generally do, rather hastily, my dear." 

Madeline was hasty, but for once she had guessed 
rightly. There was a note from Lady Catharine, 
begging that Mrs Clifford would call upon her that 
ailbemoon, if possible, and bring her little girls with 
her. No reason was given for the request, and Mrs 
Clifford, having an engagement for the day, was 
inclined to send an excuse ; but her husband begged 
her not. He told her that it was an opportunity for 
knowing something of Alice's situation, and might 
be a means of being of use to her, and that Lady 
Catharine never wished to see any one without some 
good motive ; it was therefore settled that as soon as 
the children's dinner was over, they should set off 
for the Manor. The lessons were not done as well 
as usual that morning, for Madeline thought it neces- 
sary to run often to the window to decide if it were 
likely to rain, and Ruth asked several times what 
o'clock it was, and complained of her sum as being 
very hard, when in fiict it was just like one she had 
done only the day before. Dinner too was hurried 
over, though Mr Clifford came in to luncheon at the 
same time, and generally there was nothing the chil- 
dren liked better than making their papa stay and 
talk to them till they had finished. Even before 
Ruth was ready, Madeline was playing with her 
knife and fork, and longing to leave her chair ; and 
when at length Mrs Clifford gave permission to go, 
tiiere was a race from the bottom of the stairs to the 
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top, and a scramble to see which could be dressed 
the first. . 

A visit to the Manor was an event which had 
never happened before; and notwithstanding their 
shjmess, they were anxious to know what the place 
was like, and very desirous of seeing Alice. Though 
living in the same village, they had seen but little of 
Lady Catharine Hyde, only meeting her occasionally 
in a walk, or when she had been with Mrs Lennox ; 
at which time the chief notice she had taken of them 
was to hush, as Madeline said, and tell them that 
they must be sent home if they did not learn to play 
quietly. Lady Catharine was not a pleasant person 
for children to be with. She was taU, thin, and 
stately; she moved slowly and talked in a firm, 
decided way, as if sure that no one could think of dif- 
fering fi:om her. Her voice was low, but not very 
gentle, and her manner, which was particularly 
grave, often gave the idea that she was not entirely 
pleased at what was going on. Then her features 
were rather plain, and she was always dressed in 
black, with a widow's cap, which seemed peculiarly 
unsuited to any thing like play ; and all these trifles 
put together made her rather an awful person ; par- 
ticularly as she was known to be extremely precise 
in all her ways, and never to have been accustomed 
to children. Madeline and Ruth were afiraid of Lady 
Catharine, and they knew that Alice was the same ; 
and this was their reason for thinking that no one 
could be cheerful and happy at the Manor : but if 
they had been a little older, they would probably 
have seen that Lady Catharine Hyde was a person to 
be loved as well as feared ; that she was in her heart 
kind and considerate, and careful for every one ; that 
she was self-denying in all her actions ; and full of 
holy thoughts, and wishes to do God's will ; and they 
would then have learnt to think more of her goodness. 
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and less of that sternness of manner which manj 
excellent persons acquire without being aware of it. 
But it was very natural that such young children 
should stand in awe of a lady who seemed so fax 
above them in every thing ; and even the house in 
which Lady Catharine lived, and the garden and 
park belonging to it, served to increase the feeling. 

Haseley Manor was a large red brick mansion ; 
it had seven windows in front and five at the side ; 
a very broad flight of stone steps, with an ornamental 
iron railing led up to the door ; and from the top of 
these steps could be seen the whole length of a splendid 
beech-tree avenue, at the end of which was the lodge 
gate. There was a large space of ground about the 
house, but though it was called a park, it was prin- 
cipally planted with trees in straight rows, and looked 
somewhat formal and dull ; and the garden close to 
the house was laid out in the same style, with long 
walks and narrow flower-beds, divided by low box 
hedges, and clipt yew trees, and the whole shut in 
by a high wall. This garden was kept with extreme 
care ; scarcely a weed was to be seen in the borders, 
or a leaf upon the walks ; and Lady Catharine Hyde's 
greenhouse and hothouse were considered as patterns 
for all the neighbourhood. Madeline and Ruth had 
great notions of the grandeur of every thing they 
were to see at the Manor ; and whilst they were "with 
their mamma, they thought it would be less alarming 
to be in Lady Catharine's presence, than when they 
had been left as it were under her care whilst play- 
ing with Alice at the white house ; so that they set 
off for their visit in high spirits. As they drew near, 
nowever, they began to walk quietly instead of run- 
ning in and out amongst the trees. Ruth put her 
hand within her mamma's, from a feeling that she 
would be a protection ; and when they stood upon 
the top of the steps, and the great bell was rung, 
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even Madeline's smiles went away, and her voice 
almost sank into a whisper. The door was opened 
hj a tall, grey-haired man, having a stiff, soldierlike 
manner, who, to Madeline's eye, looked quite like a 
gentleman, but she soon forgot him, in wonder at the 
size of the squai'e hall into which they were admitted, 
and the broad oak staircase, with its carved railings 
and polished steps, which led to the upper rooms. 
Mrs Clifford and the two children followed the Butler 
through a long passage lighted by a window of painted 
glass at the further end; and then, turning to the 
right, the man pushed aside some folding doors 
covered with green cloth, and they entered a small 
apartment, hung with pictures in dark frames, and 
containing nothing but some high-backed chairs, and 
one or two curiously shaped tables. Both Madeline 
and Ruth were a little disappointed, but in another 
moment their highest expectations were satisfied; 
for without stopping, the Butler opened a second door, 
and they were ushered into the drawing room in 
which Lady Catharine was sitting. So large a room, 
so beautify furnished, with gilt chairs, and sofas 
covered with crimson damask, and glasses reaching 
from the ceiling to the floor, and inlaid cabinets orna- 
mented with china vases and figures, they had never 
seen or imagined. Yet it was not a cheerfiil nor even 
a very comfortable room. There was a quaint, for- 
mal look about it. The chairs were placed in regular 
order against the walls ; the sofas appeared as if they 
were never intended to be used ; and the tables had 
no books, or work, or flowers upon them; except, 
indeed, the little round one covered with purple cloth, 
which stood in the deep bay window by Lady Catha- 
rine's side, and on which lay one or two handsomely 
bound volumes, and a small rosewood work-box. 

The two children sought eagerly for Alice Lennox ; 
but they did not discover her until Lady Catharine 
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rose, and then thej perceived that Alice was seated 
on a stool, with her elbow resting on the window- 
seat, and a book before her. She looked up as soon 
as she heard Lady Catharine speak to Mrs Clifford, 
and smiled when she saw her little playfellows ; but, 
except this, she took no notice of them, and the chil- 
dren almost doubted, as they watched her, whether 
this could be the Alice Lennox who had always been 
so delighted to see them, and had expressed herself 
so warmly. The change appeared at first to be in 
her deep mourning dress, at least Madeline fancied 
that was the only thing which could make her seem 
so different ; but Ruth thought that her eyes were 
red, as if she had been crying, and she remarked a 
certain curl of the under lip, which was always to be 
observed when AHce was out of humour. Certainly 
either the dress, or the manner, or a little ill-temper, 
had made her far less pleasing than she usually was. 
Not that Alice had any particular beauty to boast of 
— ^but she was generally noticed as sensible-looking, 
and well-mannered, with a very good-natured expres- 
sion of face. She was nearly a year older than Ruth 
and Madeline, and very unlike them in appearance, 
for her hair and eyes were brown, and her complexion 
was so dark, that she had sometimes been taken for 
a foreigner. She was extremely quiet in all her ways 
when with strangers, but exactly the contrary when 
with those whom she knew; and her very quick 
bright eye now and then had an expression which 
made people think she was cunning ; but this was 
not entirely the case ; for Alice had been well taught 
by her mamma, before she became too ill to attend 
to her ; and she had not yet acquired any settled bad 
habits, though by nature she did like to contrive 
means for gaining her own point, and was apt to 
make excuses which were not really true. She had 
great fistults^ certainly ; but one thing there was in 
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her character wMch gave reason to hope that she 
might in time improve. She could respect and admire 
other persons for their goodness, though she did not 
try to be like them : and notwithstanding her fear of 
lidy Catharine, she had some pleasure in being with 
her, because she knew that she was a great deal 
better than common people. 

Lady Catharine having welcomed Mrs Clifford,' 
next turned to the children; and her manner was 
not as stem as they had before thought it. She held 
their hands in hers, and stooped to kiss them ; and 
then, as she looked at Alice, some painful thought 
seemed to cross her mind — ^for some moments passed 
before she again spoke to Mrs Clifford. What she 
said neither Madeline nor Ruth cared much to hear, 
for they were longing to be alone with Alice, who 
now came up and stood by their side — ^but without 
taking any other notice of them. Mrs Clifford wished 
to tell them all to go into the garden, but she did not 
know whether Lady Catharine would like it ; and a 
conversation began, during which the three children 
sat together, not venturing even to whisper. 

If this was to be their visit to the Manor, Ruth 
thought they might as well have staid at home. 

At last, however, most fortunately for her, a name 
was mentioned, which gave Lady Catharine an 
opportunity for bringing forward the subject she 
desired. Mrs Clifford alluded to Benson; and the 
colour mounted to Alice's cheek, while Lady Catha- 
rine drew herself up, and said, " If you like to go 
into the garden, my dears, you can. Not the kitchen- 
garden, mind, Alice," she continued, *' and you must 
not ask for any fruit ; and be sure you don't gather 
any flowers : and, Alice," she added, as the children 
reached the door, " keep away from the fish-pond." 

Alice said " Yes," rather quickly, and, as if thankful 
to be rdeased, ran out of the room, leaving the docnr 
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open, which she was immediately called upon to come 
back and shut, " Now run," she said, when they had 
passed the ante-room, and the green doors were closed 
behind them ; and without another word, she led the 
way through the long passage, into another just like 
it, and down a few steps into a small stone hdl which 
opened upon the garden. Madeline and Ruth fol- 
lowed in delight. To have Alice all to themselves 
was a pleasure they had not ventured to expect ; but 
they were nearly breathless before Alice -stopped, so 
quickly she ran along the broad walk, and the raised 
terrace at the end, till she reached a small building 
with a porch supported by two pillars, round which 
clustered roses, and honeysuckles, and clematis. 
Within this porch was a neat little room, containing 
only a common table, and some rough chairs ; in one 
of which Alice seated herself, and catching hold of 
Ruth's dress, exclaimed, " I am so glad you are 
come ! — ^kiss me, Ruth, do !" 

" Why didn't you kiss us just now?" said Made- 
line ; " I thought you were cross." 

" How could I ? I was afraid," replied Alice, 
" Lady Catharine would have said it was odd." 

'' Lady Catharine ! but I thought she was to be 
your " 

" Hush I Madeline," interrupted Ruth ; " Alice, 
dear, do you like it?" 

" Like it — ^like what? — ^like being here ? — no, and 
I never shall." 

" But what do you do ? — ^have you many lessons ? 
— is Lady Catharine strict?" inquired Madeline. 

" It's not the lessons," continued Alice, " J don't 
care for them." 

" But you want some one to play with, don't you?" 
said Ruth ; " Madeline and I knew you would." 
Poor Alice leant her head upon the table, and 
sobbed. <' Don't cry so," said Madeline, putting her 
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arm round lier neck ; *^ we will ask mamma to let us 
come smd see you very often, and it won't be so bad 
by-and-by»'* 

Alice shook her head, and exclaimed, almost 
passionately, " It must be just as bad ; — they won't 
let me see Benson — and I can talk to Benson, and I 
love her ; but I don't love any one else." 

Ruth drew back a little vexed : " Then it is no 
use for us to come and see you," she said. 

" Oh, Ruth, how foolish!" exclaimed Madeline. 
" Don't mind, Alice ; we will come whenever we 
can — ^but why won't they let you see Benson ? " 

" I don't know," replied Alice, becoming a little 
more composed ; " Lady Catharine says she teaches 
me wrong things, and Marsham thinks she tell» 
stories ; but I don't care lor all that." 

" Is Benson gone quite away?" asked Ruth. 

" Yes; the very day I came. Lady Catharine 
made me say good-bye, — and Benson cried so much; 
but she will come back again, I know, for she said 
she would." 

" That will be no good to you, if you are not 
allowed to be with her," said Madeline. 

" But I shall see her, for she told me just before 
she went, that sh« should come back to Laneton to 
live ; she is to help Mrs Dyer, work, make caps and 
things, and she will find some way of seeing me." 

" Well, I hope she will," said Madeline, without 

considering whether what she was saying was right. 

' *' I can't bear to see you cry, Alice ; — ^but should 

jou like Lady Catharine if she was kinder about 

Benson?" 

" I should like her better than Marsham," replied 
Alice; " I can't bear her; Lady Catharine tells me 
Btories sometimes, and she gave me some sugar* 
plums yesterday ; but Marsham never gives me any 
thing." 
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" And does Marsham put you to bed, and help 
you to dress, like Benson?" inquired Ruth. 

" Oh no, Lady Catharine says I must learn to do 
what I want myself; so Marsham only fastens my 
frock. I don't care about it at all in the day time, 
but it makes me cry very much at night. I want 
my own dear mamma back again, and I think Lady 
Catharine wants her too." And Alice cried again. 

'' But about going to bed," said Ruth, trjring to 
divert her thoughts: " do you sleep in a room alone!" 

" Yes, a little sort of closet, inside Lady Catha- 
rine's bedroom ; she comes to kiss me every night." 

"Then she loves you very much," said Madeline. 

Alice looked up suddenly, and dashing her hand 
across her eyes, and tryiag to smUe, she answered, 
'* I like her now and then, when she talks kindly, 
and doesn't look so tall." 

" Does she, ' hush' now?" inquired Madeline. 

" Sometimes, a little. I don't run about though 
here, as I did at home ; — ^but ishe makes a great many 
rules. I am forced to get up and be dressed by half 
past seven ; and she is so particular about putting 
things away— and then I must never go into the 
kitchen garden, or the greenhouse, and must not run 
upon the green walks, — ^and I am obliged always to 
go directly I am called." 

" So are we," said Madeline. 

" Yes, but I am sure your papa and mamma never 
look as Lady Catharine does, if you stay a few mi- 
nutes longer; — and you are able to go wherever you 
like all over the house." 

" And so are you, too, I suppose," saith Ruth, 

" No, indeed, I am not ; there is one whole set of 
rooms which I am never allowed to go into. Look, 
do you see ? just behind the evergreens and that large 
yew tree." 

" Where those three windows are?" said Ruth. 
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^^ Yes, and there are some others looking out into 
the servants' court ; Anne the housemaid told me. I 
do so want to see what is in them." 

" I dare say you will by-and-by," observed Made- 
line : " when you grow older." 

" I don't know, I try to peep through the key-hole 
now; but I can see nothing but a dark passage." 

" But if the door is locked, it is just the same to 
you as if there were no rooms," said Ruth. 

^' No, indeed it is not. I should not think about 
them if they were not there ; but, when I look at the 
windows, I can't help longing to go in : and, b^^ides, 
the door is not always locked." 

" Would Lady Catharine be very angry if you 
were to do any thing she told you not?" asked 
Madeline. 

The question seemed to bring back something 
disagreeable to Alice's mind ; for the curl of the 
lip, which Ruth had noticed when she first saw her, 
was again visible. " Wouldn't she be angry!" she 
exclaimed. " K you had only heard what she said 
to me this morning ! — that if I was her child, I must 
do exactly, in all things, what she wished. It was 
because I wanted Benson that she talked so ; and 
she told me that I must give up thinking about it ; 
and that I must believe her when she said that it 
was better for me not to be with Benson ; and then 
she began again about going into those rooms ; and 
at last she declared that if she ever found me there, 
she should send me away to school." 

" And do you really think she would?" asked 
Buth. 

" Yes, indeed ; but I don't know that I should 
much mind. I don't seem to mind any thing now." 

" Only you wiU like having us to play wiSi," said 
Buth. 

Alice did not answer, for her thoughts were 
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wandering back to her own mamma and the white 
house ; and before Ruth had time to repeat her 
words, the sound of a little bell reached them. 
'^ That is for us ! " exclaimed Alice ; and she sprang 
from her seat. 

" Oh, Alice ! one moment," said Madeline, catch- 
ing hold of her frock ; " when shall jou come and 
see nsV* 

" I can't tell ; you must ask for me yourselves : 
don't keep me now/' 

" You never used to care about waiting," said 
Madeline. 

" No, I know I did not ; but Lady Catharine will 
be angry." 

^' I should not care for making her angry if she is 
so cross," replied Madeline. 

Alice's foot was on the step of the doorway ; but 
she stopped, and, turning round, said : " I do care 
for making her angry sometimes ; and so would you 
too, if you were me:" and she ran towards the 
house, followed by Madeline. Ruth waited for an 
instant behind, feeling quite puzzled by all that had 
been said, and as much at a loss as ever to under- 
stand whether Alice was likely to be happy at Haseley 
Manor. 

The children did not go into the drawing-room 
again, for Lady Catharine and Mrs Clifford met them 
in the passage. Alice became stiff and quiet ; but 
her face brightened when Lady Catharine, looking 
at her kindly, said, " that Mrs Clifford had promised 
that her little play-fellows should often come and 
see her:" and she ventured to whisper to Ruth, at 
parting, that she hoped they would ask their mamma 
to bring them again very soon. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

There was much for Madeline and Ruth to talk 
about when they were again alone with their mamma. 
They felt certain she could tell them more about 
Alice than they had learnt themselves, as it was only 
natural to suppose that Lady Catharine had said a 
great deal about her ; and they immediately began 
asking questions : but Mrs Clifford silenced them by 
saying, that she never repeated what was mentioned 
to her in private conversation ; and after this they 
knew it would be in vain to try to find out any 
thing. They consoled themselves, however, by de- 
tailing all that had passed in the garden, and asking 
their mamma's opinion as to the kind of life which 
Alice seemed to lead. Ruth was especially struck 
with the difference between the constant restraint 
which Alice was now obliged to bear, and the free- 
dom she had enjoyed at her own home ; and Made- 
line thought more of the longing which she felt 
certain she should have, to explore the rooms which 
Lady Catharine had forbidden to be entered ; whilst 
both of them pitied Alice extremely for having to 
part from Benson, and declared that Lady Catharine 
must be very hard-hearted. Mrs Clifford told them, 
that whilst they were so young they had better not 
attempt to judge of the actions of grown-up people, 
as they frequently had some good motive which they 
did not think it right to explain. As to Benson, she 
had been very kind to Alice, but it was certain that 
she had taught her many wrong things ; and Lady 
Catharine could not do better than place Alice out 
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of the reach of a person who would be likely to lead 
her into mischief. 

The answer satisfied Madeline, but not Euth. 
The more she thought about it, the more sad it 
seemed that Alice should be thus almost taken away 
from every thing which had before given her pleasure, 
and be removed to a new home amongst strangers : 
she recollected her tears, and the sorrowful tone in 
which she had said that she wanted her own dear 
mamma back again, until at last her own heart grew 
heavy, and she felt as if she could almost sit down 
and cry too. As the evening closed in, the weather 
became gloomy, and Euth's spirits were more and 
more depressed. Instead of running in the garden 
she was obliged to stay in the house, for the sky was 
of a thick dull grey, and the rain pattered cheerlessly 
against the windows. Poor Eover came and looked 
into the room, but found no one inclined to join him 
in a game of play ; and he shook his shaggy head 
in disappointment, and slunk back to his kennel. 
Generally speaking, Euth managed to occupy her- 
self very well within doors, and sometimes even 
preferred it to going out ; but this wet evening came 
when she was not prepared for it, and she could not 
so easily overcome vexation as Madeline, who, when 
she saw it begin to rain, provided herself with a 
puzzle and a book, and made no complaints to any one. 

" The school children will have a wet walk, I am 
afraid," said Mrs Clifford, as her husband came into 
the room. 

" What school children, mamma ? " inquired Euth ; 
" what are they all coming for 1 *' 

" Not all, my dear," said Mr Clifford ; " only the 
first class. You know they generally do come to me 
on a Wednesday evening." 

" Oh yes ! I forgot : but, papa, I wish you would 
let me hear what you say to them." 
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" It would not interest you much, my dear ; you 
would only listen to a great many things which yoq 
know ; and if there was any thing new, probahly 
you would not understand it." 

'^ But, papa, I should like it," said Ruth, glad of 
any excuse for something to occupy her thoughts 
when she was uncomfortable. " Will you just let 
me sit in the room ; I won't speak or interrupt." 

" And me too, please, papa," said Madeline, leav- 
ing her seat, and in her hurry throwing the puzzle 
to the ground. 

Mr Clifford laughed at this sudden fancy, but made 
no objection ; and a few minutes afterwards the two 
children were in their papa's study, each with a piece 
of work in her hand, waiting the arrival of the first 
class of the village school. " What will they say 
to-night, papa?" asked Madeline: " any thing that 
we know?" 

" One of the Psalms, and the Catechism," replied 
Mr Clifford ; '' and then I shall try and explain any 
parts which may be difficult." 

" As you explained to us, the other night, that 
first question," said Ruth : " but, papa, they won't 
be able to understand it all as well as we do, because 
you cannot talk to them about Alice Lennox." 

" No ; but I may give them some other example, 
which may serve as well." 

" What you said came into my head this morn- 
ing at the Manor," said Ruth, " when we sat quiet 
in the drawing-room, and mamma was talking to 
Lady Catharine : but I think now, papa, that it will 
be harder for Alice to love Lady Catharine than for 
us to love God, because Alice has so many things to 
give up, and we have not." 

" Nothing, Ruth?" asked IVIr Clifford, laying down 
the book which he held in his hand. 

^ Nothing that I can remember, papa." 
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" We will ask the school children presently," con- 
tinued Mr Clifford ; " they axe older than you, and 
probably will be able to answer better." Ruth's face 
flushed, and she bent her eyes upon the ground ; for 
her pride was hurt in having it supposed that the 
children of the village could answer any questions 
better than herself. Mr Clifford went on reading ; 
and Madeline, who was quick in seeuig when her 
sister was vexed, stole gently to her side, and gave 
her a kiss. Euth remained in the same position for 
several minutes, trying to find out what her papa 
meant ; not so much because she cared to know, as 
because she did not like to appear ignorant. Pre- 
sently the tread of footsteps was heard in the passage, 
followed by a short knock, and Mr Clifford, opening 
the door, admitted the six little girls who were come 
for their weekly instruction. Madeline looked up, 
and smiled, and nodded, and asked two of them how 
their mothers were ; but Euth took no notice. She 
had a knot in her thread, and it seemed as if she 
could think of nothing but how to undo it. Mr 
Clifford looked towards her, and became rather 
thoughtful, — ^but he said nothing ; and, after a short 
delay, the class repeated the thirty-fourth psalm. 
Euth observed all that went on, and was forced to own 
that she could not have done better herself ; but she 
had no notion that they could answer her papa's 
questions, and was annoyed at the idea of poor chil- 
dren, who were dressed shabbily, and had learnt 
neither French nor music, being put in comparison 
with her. Madeline, too, looked up from her work, 
and drew her chair nearer to a little pale child, not 
much bigger than herself, with the intention of 
prompting her if required ; but no such help was 
necessary. Margaret Dawson had been at school 
since she was six years old, and from ill-health had 
been obliged to spend much of her time in doors, 
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where she had nothing to amuse her except her 
work, and a few books ; and from early instruction, 
and strict attention, she was as well-informed upon 
all the important points of religion as many of the 
best educated amongst her superiors in rank. She 
knew well what was meant by the great gift be- 
stowed upon Christians in their baptism ; she under- 
stood how awful a blessing it was to have been 
made " a member of Christ, a child of God, and an 
inheritor of the kingdom of heaven ;" and when Mr 
Clifford asked her the same sort of question which 
he had put to Buth, — as to what things persons were 
obliged to give up when they were admitted into the 
catholic church of Christ, she answered at once — 
" That they were to renounce the Devil and all his 
works, the pomps and vanities of this wicked world, 
and all the sinftil lusts of the flesh." 

" The children knew more than you expected, 
Ruth, did they not?" said Mr Clifford, when the 
class was dismissed. 

Ruth said " Yes," in her usual quiet tone, and 
taking up her work was going to leave the room. 

" "Tou are in a great hurry to nm away," said 
her papa; "I thought you would have wished to 
stay and talk a little with me." 

'' I understand about giving up things now, papa," 
replied Ruth ; " it is in the second question in the 
catechism." 

" You understand because little Margaret Dawson 
told you," said Mr Clifford, gravely. 

'* I don't know," replied Ruth ; and again she 
seemed anxious to go. 

" Not now, my dear child," said Mr Clifford, 
drawing her towards him, and making her stand by 
his side : " Madeline may go if she likes it, but you 
must stay a little longer." Madeline was curious, 
but she did not venture to ask any questions, and 
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went away. Ruth felt that her papa perceived 
what was passing in her mind, and she did not dare 
look in his face. Mr Clifford waited to see if she 
would be inclined to speak, and then said, '^Ls it 
really true, Ruth, that you do not know how you 
learnt the answer to my question!*' Ruth was silent. 
" Or," continued Mr Clifford, " is it that you are 
too proud to confess it I — that you do not like to 
own that one of the village children was able to 
answer better than yourself?" 

" I could have told when she did, papa," said 
Ruth : "I thought about it just before she spoke." 

" But you could not have done so at first — which 
shows that Margaret Dawson was quicker at under- 
standing than yourself." 

" You did not ask her the same question, papa," 
replied Ruth. 

Mr Clifford looked extremely distressed. " This 
is not honest in you, Ruth," he said ; " it is trying 
to escape from confessing your ignorance, by saying 
what you know is not strictly true : I did ask Mar- 
garet the same question, though I put it in different 
words ; and now I will ask it you again : ' What 
is it we are all required to renounce, or give up, 
when we are made by baptism members of Christ's 
holy catholic church ?' " Ruth repeated the answer. 
" And what is meant by renouncing the works of 
theDevn?" 

" Giving up naughty things," replied Ruth. 

" And what are the naughty things which 
children are most often tempted to dot" Ruth 
twisted the thread of her work, and did not appear 
willing to speak. " I will tell you," continued Mr 
Clifford : " lying is one ; and selfishness is a second ; 
and iU-temper, and envy, and disobedience, are 
others ; besides many more which I need not name 
now ; but I do not believe that your great temptation. 
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my dear Ruth, lies in any one of these things. I 
think you have in a degree broken the promise of 
your baptism within the last quarter of an hour, — 
that perhaps you are breaking it now ; but it is not 
by ill-temper, or disobedience ; will you think, and 
tell me how?" Still Euth hesitated. " I cannot 
see your thoughts," continued Mr Clifford, " but if 
I were able to do it, should I not have discovered 
just now that you considered yourself very superior to 
the school-children, that you were proud of having 
had more instruction, and considered it impossible 
that they could know any thing as well as yourself? 
and is not pride one of the works of the Devil which 
you have promised to renounce?" 

" I did not know I was proud, papa," murmured 
Ruth. 

" Very likely not," replied her father, " the fault 
is one of the last which we are likely to see or own ; 
but there is a story told us in the Bible of two men — 
one proud, and the other humble, — ^when you have 
heard it, perhaps you will be more able to see which 
of the two you are like. The words are our blessed 
Lord's : he says, * Two men went up into the temple 
to pray, the one a Pharisee, and the other a publican. 
The Pharisee stood and prayed thus with himself, 
God, I thank Thee, that I am not as other men are, 
extortioners, unjust, adulterers, or even as this publi- 
can. I fast twice in the week, I give tithes of all 
that I possess. And the publican, standing afar off, 
would not lift up so much as his eyes unto heaven, but 
smote upon his breast, saying, God be merciful to 
me a sinner.' We will venture to change these words, 
and suppose them to be, ' God, I thank Thee, that I 
am not as these children are, poor, and dull, and 
ignorant. I am clever in reading, and quick in re- 
membering- 
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" Papa, papa," interrupted Ruth. 



48 LANETON PARSONAGE, 

" You are shocked, my dearest child," said Mr 
Clifford, " and so am I, but there is One who must 
be infinitely more shocked ; the God who knows all 
your blindness, and sinfulness, and sees that you, 
notwithstanding, boast to yourself of wisdom. Do 
you think your thoughts have appeared to £[im like 
the humble thoughts of His children I " Ruth's eyes 
glistened, and the work dropped from her hand. 
" I need not say to you," continued Mr Clifford, 
^^ that the reason I am speaking seriously upon this 
subject, is not because you could not answer me. 
It signifies little whether you are clever, and able to 
reply to any thing which may be asked you ; but it 
signifies a great deal that you should be humble, 
because witibout humility, no one can enter into 
heaven." Ruth for the moment did feel humble, 
and scarcely daring to raise her eyes, asked to be 
forgiven. « And % my forgivenes^ all you want," 
said Mr Clifford, as he kissed her fondly, " can I 
keep you from being proud another time ? " 

Ruth blushed, and then said, " she would remem- 
ber at night in her prayers." 

" And not at night, only, but at once," continued 
her &ther : " we may neither of us live till night ; 
and if, besides asking God's pardon, you like to show 
me that you are really wishing to be humble, you 
can do it by thinking whether there is any thing else 
in the question we have been talking about, which 
you do not quite understand ; but you must go away 
now, because I am busy." Ruth left the room, and 
instead of going to play with her sister, spent the 
next ten minutes alone, reading over the catechism 
and asking God to give her a humble spirit, that she 
might not be tempted again to forget the promise of 
her baptism. 
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CHAPTER V. 

Ruth's wishes were very sincere, and for several 
days she really did try to remember what her papa 
had said, but no fault can be cured without trouble, 
especially one which is hidden in our hearts like 
pride. Ruth was indolent, and did not watch herself 
and moreover, she soon forgot that it was necessary 
to seek assistance from God. When her papa spoke 
to her, she went directly and prayed against her 
fault, because she was told to do it : but she did not 
continue doing so every night and morning. Gene- 
rally, she omitted what she ought to have asked, till 
her prayers were ended, and then she put off doing 
it till die next opportunity; and thus, though she 
formed very good resolutions, she was not able to 
keep them, since, if the wisest of men cannot make 
themselves good by their own efforts, still less can 
children. Ruth's pride, therefore, was even a greater 
difficulty than Madeline's thoughtlessness; and though 
sometimes, when her sister was complaining of the 
trouble of being good, Ruth's conscience smote her 
because she did not try more earnestly herself, she 
used more frequently to indulge her self-conceit, and 
to join in condemning Madeline's conduct, without 
inquiring into her own. 

Three weeks went by, and Alice Lennox was 
kept at the Manor, — ^like a prisoner, the children 
said, — ^for she was not seen beyond the gates, ex- 
cept when she went to church on a Sunday and in 
the week days, and then she walked demurely by 
Lady Catharine's side, and never noticed her former 
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companions, except bj a little nod, if they happened 
to meet in the churchyard or the road. Once they 
had been asked to drink tea, and they were in high 
spirits at the idea of going; but Lady Catharine was 
suffering from a bad headache, when the evening 
came, and wrote to put them off, and they had not 
been invited since. Madeline and her sister began 
to despair of ever seeing Alice; but Mr Clifford 
assured them that this was not at all Lady Catharine's 
wish, and in the course of the next week a second 
invitation came. It was accepted directly, and at 
four o'clock (the time particularly mentioned in the 
note), the two little girls were sent to the Manor 
under the care of a servant. They were shown into 
the drawing-room, but to their surprise no one was 
there. The room, in other respects, looked just as it 
had done at their first visit, except ^at the rosewood 
work-box was shut instead of open, and that there 
were no signs of any one having occupied the apart- 
ment that day. The two children waited for several 
minutes before any one came to them. The house 
seemed perfectly empty, and they could hear nothing 
but the ticking of the handsome old clock, which was 
placed in a recess in the ante-^room. Madeline began 
to think that what Ruth had once said was true, and 
that it would be very difficult to play at the Manor. 
Presently, the quick shutting of a door told them that 
some one was approaching; then a sharp voice called 
out to Miss Alice, " to put her books up;" and 
directly afterwards, a heavy footstep sounded along 
the passage, and when the drawing-room door opened, 
there appeared, not Lady Catharine, but her maid 
Marsham, a prim, plain-looking woman about forty 
years of age. 

Now Marsham was in reality as excellent a person 
as Lady Catharine, but she was yet more severe in 
her manner ; and when she smiled at the two little 
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girls, and told them to follow her, it was with a sort 
of grim good nature, which showed that she was not 
in the habit of smiling upon every one. «' Lady 
Cathanne is gone out, young ladies," she said, as she 
walked with a solemn step up the great stair-case, 
" but she hopes you and Miss Alice will play together 
till she comes back ; and you are to drink tea at six 
o'clock. Perhaps you had better take your bonnets 
off before you go into the study." The study sounded 
rather awi^, for Madeline and Ruth always called 
their room the school-room; and Buth, who had 
wished to go into the garden, felt disappointed. They 
passed along an open gallery, from which they could 
look down into the hall below, and were just going 
into a bedroom, when an opposite door opened, and 
Alice's bright face peeped out. Marsham turned 
quickly round : " Miss Alice, you'll be pleased to 
put that room tidy :" and the door was immediately 
shut. Kuth could not help wondering at Alice's 
obedience, when she remembered how she used to 
have her own way with Benson ; but as she watched 
Marsham's manner, she was obliged to own that it 
would require a good deal of boldness to neglect any 
thing wluch such a person ordered. When the 
children were ready, Marsham opened a different 
door from that by which they had entered, and 
showed them into another apartment, much smaller, 
and without any bed in it, and fitted up so prettily 
and comfortably, that they both longed to stop and 
examine every thing attentively ; but Marsham care- 
lessly said, " Miss Lennox's dressing-room," and 
then, passing on, led them into the study. It was of 
a moderate size, lighted by two large sash windows 
with deep window-seats. The walls were panelled, 
and ornamented by a few pictures of scenes from 
English history. A map of Europe hung over the 
fire-place, and a pair of globes stood in two of the 
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comers. In the middle was a round table covered 
with a green cloth, upon which were placed a large 
bronze inkstand, a writing-desk, and some copy- 
books; and at the lower end was an old-fashioned, 
carved, mahogany book-case, the upper shelves filled 
by neatly arranged well-bound volumes, and the 
lower given up for Alice's school-books, which were 
at that instant in any thing but proper order. A few 
handsome chairs, and one with a remarkably straight 
high back ; a walnut-tree cabinet, with open brass 
wire doors, lined with green silk ; a large clock, and 
a faded Turkey carpet, completed the furniture of the 
room. Ruth felt that it was a study, and was more 
certain than ever that no one could play or be merry 
at the Manor. Alice, however, did not appear to be 
of the same opinion ; she was seated on the floor by 
the book-case when they came in, her lap filled with 
books, and a heap lying on the ground beside her ; 
but all were thrown down as Madeline and Euth ap- 
peared, and her smile and welcome were very like what 
they had been when she lived at the white house. 

"Now don't get into mischief, that's all," said 
Marsham ; " mind, Miss Alice, you don't go down 
stairs." Alice said " very well," in a humble tone, 
and Marsham went away. 

" We can go to play when I have put the books 
up," said Alice, turning again to her employment ; 
" won't you help me ?" 

"What a number!" exclaimed Madeline, as she 
knelt down to be near the lower shelf; " you don't 
learn out of them all, do you?" . 

" No," replied Alice, laughing ; " but I am to do 
it by and by. Lady Catharine says, and such a heap 
of lessons I have now every day — ^more a great deal 
than you." 

" It is so strange," said Euth, who stood by, think- 
ing ; " you don't seem to mind it Alice." 
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" Yes, but I do, I hate it sometimes ; but it is all 
regular, and I think I like that ; and Lady Catharine 
says I get on, and she looks pleased. I don't want 
to talk about lessons now though ; just give me those 
French books, Madeline, and then we shall have 
done ; and you shall come and see my dressing-room." 
The books were soon arranged, but not carelessly, as 
would have been the case some months before. Alice 
took pains that every one should be in its proper 
place, and even brought a duster from a drawer to 
wipe one which required it ; and at last, after casting 
a satisfied glance at the result of her labours, opened 
the door into the dressing-room. " It is all my own," 
she said, as she pointed to the neat book-shelves, and 
the china inkstand, and the pretty little cabinet in 
which her special treasures were kept; "for you 
know," she added, with some hesitation, "I am like 
Lady Catharine's daughter now, so it is fit I should 
have such things." 

" No," said Ruth, rather abruptly, " you are not 
like Lady Catharine's daughter, and papa says you 
never can be." 

"Why not?" inquired Alice, quickly; "who is 
to prevent me I" 

"But you can't be — ^it is impossible," persisted 
Ruth ; " you can never have the same relations." 

" Oh ! as to that," replied Alice, " I don't want 
them. Lady Catharine says I am her child, and I 
shall have all sorts of fine things when I grow up ; I 
shall be much richer than you." 

" I would not change with you," said Ruth : but 
Madeline said nothing. 

Alice felt a little provoked at Ruth's indifference. 
" Look here," she said, opening some drawers ; 
*' these are all my clothes — frocks, and capes, and 
ribbons ; don't they look pretty I" 

" Yes, very," said Ruth, quietly ; " but, Alice, 
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papa told me that wearing fine dresses had some- 
thing to do with pomps and vanities ; and that it 
was wrong. He said so one evening when I asked 
him what pomps and vanities meant." 

" No, but indeed, Ruth, it can't be wrong," said 
Madeline ; " because we have our best frocks on 
now." 

" I forget," answered Ruth, looking a little 
puzzled ; " but I know he did say something about 
it." 

" Never mind !" exclaimed Alice ; " what does it 
signify?" 

" It does signify," continued Ruth ; " because I 
don't like forgetting." Alice seemed rather sur- 
prised ; and, turning away, caUed Madeline to come 
and admire her beautiM sashes; and she spread 
them out upon the table, whilst Ruth stood apart 
by the window. "I have it !" exclaimed Ruth, at 
length : '' he said that it was not naughty to like 
what we have if it was grand or pretty, but that 
we ought not to feel proud about it, and think our- 
selves better than others ; and he wouldn't like you, 
Alice, to talk about being richer than us." 

" I can't help it," said Alice, " if it is true." 

" But you boasted," said Ruth. 

" And you would like to be rich, I know ; so there 
is not much difference." 

Ruth coloured, and was going to reply, when 
Madeline exclaimed : " Papa scolded one of the girls 
at the school, the other day, about pomps and vani- 
ties ; don't you remember, Ruth f " 

" Hester Morris, wasn't it?" said Ruth. 

" Yes ; do you know, Alice, she spent all her 
money in buying a new ribbon, when her father and 
mother had no meat for dinner." 

" That was wrong, certainly," said Alice. 

'^ Yes ; and papa talked to us a great deal besides ; 
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it was one evening when we went down to the shore y 
but I forget it all now." 

" I remember what he said," continued Ruth ; 
" he told us we ought not to wish for any thing more 
than we have ; and that we ought to be quite willing 
to be poor ; and not to want to have fine names, and 
to have people thinking a great deal about us ; so, 
Alice, you will be very wrong indeed if you care 
about those things when you grow up." 

'' And he said that sinful lusts of the flesh meant 
greediness for us," added Madeline. 

" Well!" exclaimed Alice, growing impatient at 
having what she considered a lecture, " I can't be 
greedy; Lady Catharine won't let me have any 
thing except at dinner-time — ^I mean lozenges and 
sweet things, as Benson did." 

" I thought you said, last time we were here, 
that she gave you some sugar-plums," observed 
Ruth. 

" Oh yes ! just that once ; but she has never done 
it since." 

" Then you are not as well off as we are," said 
Madeline, opening a black silk bag which hung on 
her arm: "see here! they are bonbons — ^real French 
bonbons, which our aunt Wilson sent us : and we 
thought you would like some." 

" Oh, what beauties !" exclaimed Alice ; and her 
eyes sparkled with delight : " all silver, and gold, 
and pink, and blue, and green. I never saw any so 
pretty." 

" Madeline and I are going to keep some of ours 
to look at," said Euth: "it seems a pity to tear 
them." 

" I don't see that," replied Alice ; " they are mad© 
to be eaten. This blue one is chocolate, I am sure : 
don't you both like chocolate very much ? " 

" No, not veiy much," answered Madeline 5 " I 
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don't, at least : all those I have put bj are chocolate, 
I think." 

" Dear me ! then you don't care for them. I wish 
you would let me have them : and I am so much 
obliged to you for these." 

Alice immediately began eating the bonbons ; and 
Ruth was uncomfortable, fearing they might have 
done wrong in giving them. " I thought Lady 
Catharine did not like you to have sugar-plums and 
things," she said. 

^' Oh, that is all nonsense ! they never do me any 
harm ; and Benson bought me heaps : besides, these 
are different ; they are bonbons ; so do, Madeline, 
dear, give me the others." Madeline pretended not 
to hear, for she was not inclined to sacrifice her 
treasures : she thought them as valuable to be looked 
at, as Alice did to be eaten; and in an awkward 
manner she began turning over the coloured sashes. 
Alice, however, was not to be easily diverted from 
her wishes ; the more bonbons she had, the more 
she wanted ; and after again warmly expressing her 
thanks for the present she had received, she once 
more returned to the charge : " you know, Madeline, 
I don't want to do any thing you dislike ; but if you 
are not fond of chocolate, they can be no good to 
you." 

" Yes, but they can be," persisted Madeline, " it 
it is my pleasure to look at them." 

" Besides, Alice," interrupted Ruth, " you know 
Lady Catharine would not like it." 

" And it is being greedy," said Madeline, delighted 
to find support from her sister ; " and if papa were 
here, he would talk to you a great deal about not 
being greedy." 

A^ce looked angry. " No, it's not being greedy!" 
she said : " I don't want to take them from you, if you 
can eat them yourself; but you don't care for them." 
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"But it is being greedy/' said Ruth; "because 
if you did not think so much about sweet thing? you 
would not ask so often. You know, Alice, how you 
used to tease Benson to buy you lemon drops when- 
ever she went out." 

"Well!" exclaimed Alice; "I remember who 
used to eat them when they were bought." 

" I did," replied Buth ; " but I would not have 
done it if mamma had wished me not; and you 
don't think any thing about Lady Catharine." 

Alice felt from experience that there was nothing 
to be gained by arguing with Ruth, who generally 
contrived to see the right and the wrong of every 
case clearly, and when she did see it, never gave 
up. Madeline was a more persuadable person ; and 
Alice did not in the least lose the hope of obtaining 
her wishes ; though she continued silent afber Ruth's 
last speech, and gathering up the bonbons from the 
table, put them into a drawer of the cabinet, and 
went on displaying her sashes. "You never saw 
all these before," she said : " Benson used to keep 
them. I never did till the other day ; but are they 
not beautiful?" They certainly were very hand- 
some : bright green, and purple, and pink, and figured 
satin, and white with coloured roses — such an assem- 
blage as had never been seen by the two children 
except in a draper's shop at Cottington. " They 
belonged to an aunt of mine ; — all but this one," said 
Alice ; and she held up a very pretty green ribbon 
with white spots ; " that was given me yesterday." 

"Yesterday!" exclaimed both the children, in 
surprise : " how very kind of Lady Catharine I" 

" It was not Lady Catharine," said Alice, with a 
peculiar smile : and then she added, gravely : " you 
know it is no exact good to me now." 

" Then it must have been Marsham," observed 
Madeline ; " but she does not look good-natured." 
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" No, nor Marsham ; but never mind ; somebody 
gave me this ribbon, and I think it is beautiftd." 

" Oh ! but Alice, do tell us ; we won't say any 
thing about it," said Madeline, with her usual thought- 
lessness. 

"No, no!" exclaimed Alice, shaking her head, 
and delighted at a little mystery ; " I shan't tell you 
any thing, so there will be no use in your guessing." 

" Besides," observed Ruth, " I don't like to promise 
that I won't say any thing ; and I don't think you 
ought to do it, Madeline." 

" Well!" said Madeline, recollecting herself, " I 
suppose I must not promise not to tell ; but I should 
like to know for all that." 

Alice held the ribbon up to show it off to the best 
advantage, and Madeline again began guessing, when 
Marsham came in hastily to say that Lady Catharine 
desired to speak with Miss Lennox. The ribbon 
was thrown down, and Alice was gone in an instant. 
Ruth took up a book, but Madeline could not with- 
draw her eyes from the beautiful ribbon. The taste 
for finery was a folly which her mamma had early 
discovered in her, and often desired to correct ; but 
she was always dressed plainly, and she had, there- 
fore, no great opportunity of displaying it. Now 
that there was no one to caution her she gave way 
to it, and passing the ribbon round her waist, and 
holding it together that it might not be crumpled, she 
called to Ruth to admire it, and observe how well it 
suited with her white frock. 

" You will spoil it," said Ruth, scarcely raising 
her eyes. 

" Oh ! no, I shall not, it would be impossible ; I 
am not tying it. Just see, Ruth, only once." 

" Yes, well, very pretty;" replied Ruth, looking 
up again. Madeline went to the glass, and stood 
before it at a little distance that she might see herself 
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plainly. " If Alice is greedy, I know some one else 
who likes fine clothes," said Ruth. 

" Not clothes,'* answered Madeline ; " it is only a 
ribbon.** 

"That is just the same, papa said so ; and he told 
you that mamma often talked to him about it, and 
that it was as bad in us to love to dress ourselves 
out, as it was in the girls at the school." 

Madeline felt a litUe ashamed, but still persisted 
that as the ribbon was not her own, there could be 
no harm in liking to see herself in it ; and Buth, 
having given her opinion, again returned to her book. 
Madeline continued to amuse herself with the sashes, 
putting them round her, one after the other, but find- 
ing none which she thought at all equal to her first 
favourite. " How I should like to have just such a 
one !" she exclaimed at length, her admiration having 
increased to a longing desire to possess the prize, 
especially as it suited so well with her white frock. 
" I wonder whether Alice would give'* — ^the sentence 
was interrupted, for Madeline catight the sound of 
footsteps, and feeling that she was indulging a foolish 
wish, she threw the ribbon aside. Lady Catharine 
entered directly afterwards, and Alice with her : she 
kissed the two children, almost affectionately, and 
said, she hoped they had managed to entertain them- 
selves pretty well ; but on glancing round the room, 
and observing the display of AHce's finery, she grew 
stem again, and desiring that all that nonsense might 
be put away, she told Madeline and Ruth to fetch their 
bonnets and capes, for they were to go into the garden, 
and drink tea in the summer-house. Madeline cast 
a wistful look at the green sash as Alice began fold- 
ing it up, and offered to remain behind and help 
her; but Lady Catharine waved her hand, and 
pointed to the door, and Ruth whispered to her to be 
quick ; Alice, too, gave a sign not to speak, and 
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Madeline felt she must be careful not even to appear 
to disobey. 

What had passed was but a trifle, and in itself 
seemed of very little consequence. Madeline knew 
that the mere admiring a pretty ribbon could be no 
harm, and she did not think that any one could find 
fault with her for merely putting it on, and wishing 
she had one like it ; but she did not remember that 
a love of finery was one of her great faults, and that 
her mamma had often told her to try and not think 
about her dress at all ; lest she should grow up to be 
silly and conceited, and should forget the promise of 
her baptism to renounce the pomps and vanities of 
the world. Madeline was thoughtless about every 
thing, — especially her faults; she never saw what 
she was doing till she had committed some serious 
offence, and the consequence was that she made but 
little improvement ; for to be watchM over trifles is 
the only sure way of advancing in goodness. Alice 
being very quick in all her movements, joined Ruth 
and Madeline before they had reached the bottom of 
the stairs. Lady Catharine's presence made them all 
feel shy, but Ruth remarked that Alice did not walk 
away from her, but kept close to her side ; and when 
some question was asked as to what lessons had been 
done, and Alice gave a good account of her day's 
work. Lady Catharine's face looked quite gentle, and 
her smile was so sweet, that Huth for the first time 
thought it might be possible to love her. 

The table in the summer-house was spread for tea, 
with bread and butter, and cakes and fruit; and to the 
children's great pleasure, there were the small brown 
cups and saucers, and plates with gilt edges, which 
they had been in the habit of playing with at the 
white house. None of them had believed it possible 
that Lady Catharine should think of such trifles, and 
when, after seeing them comfortably seated, she left 
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them to themselves, they were loud in their exclama- 
tions of surprise and delight : Madeline declared that 
it was not at all like Lady Catharine, and she was 
sure some one else must have begged for them ; but 
Alice said that Lady Catharine often remembered 
kind things, and Marsham had said one day, that 
she never forgot a poor person in her life. Ruth as 
being the steadiest was fixed upon to pour out the 
tea, and the little party went on very comfortably ; 
the principal amusement being Alice's description of 
what had happened since she came to the Manor. 
Sometimes, indeed, Alice's manner altered, and tears 
were in her eyes, iip anything which was said brought 
back a particular remembrance of her dear manmia ; 
but she was much more reconciled to her new life 
than she had been at Mrs Clifford's first visit, and 
did not protest, as she had done before, that she 
never should like living at the Manor. 

The heat of the afternoon had by this time gone 
off, and when the tea was over, Alice proposed that 
they should play hide and seek. There were capi- 
tal places in the garden, she said, and they might 
go into one or two of the back courts if they liked 
it ; " not into the feirthest one though," she added, 
pointing to a wall adjoining the outhouses : " there 
is a way up there into the strange rooms, and so it's 
forbidden." 

" Oh! how I wish it was not!" exclaimed Ma- 
deline ; " it would be such fun to go ; there must 
be something wonderful there." 

" No, there is not," replied Alice : " I asked 
Marsham about them once ; and she said they were 
the rboms which Lady Catharine had a great many 
years ago, when Mr Hyde, her husband, you know, 
was alive ; and that his bedroom and study were 
there, and that makes her so particular, because she 
wants to keep every thing just as it used to be, and 
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she thinks that if every one was allowed to go there, 
they would be put out of order ; so Marsham goes 
in and dusts it all herself. I would ask her to take 
me with her, if Lady Catharine had not made such 
a fuss, and declared she would send me to school if 
I ever did." Ruth looked at the windows, notwith- 
standing this account, with a great deal of interest ; 
and felt that she would rather have seen those few 
shut-up rooms than any others in the house; but 
there was no good to be gained by wishing, and the 
game began. It was a long and a merry one. Be- 
hind old yew hedges, and large trees, and projecting 
walls, and half-open doors the children hid, in the 
certainty that no one would dream of finding them 
there ; and unmindful of Lady Catharine, or Marsham, 
or the dull garden, they made the air ring with their 
shouts of joyous laughter, as loudly as if they had been 
playing in the shrubbery at the Parsonage. 

Alice was naturally the most success&l in conceal- 
ing herself; she knew every turn and comer, for 
when left alone her chief amusement was to spy out 
all the odd places belonging to the house ; and, at 
length, after the game had continued for about 
twenty minutes, she was declared by her little com- 
panions to be quite lost. They had looked every- 
where, and called, and even entreated that she would 
show herself, but no answer had been returned. 

" She is gone into the house," said Buth ; " and 
that is so foolish when it was against our rule." 

" Yes," said Madeline, " and if we had done it 
she would have been very angry." 

" I don't think she can be, either," continued 
Ruth, after a little thought ; '^ she said to me again 
that we were not to do it just before she ran away." 

" That might have been for fun, to deceive us," 
replied Madeline ; " you know Alice will do such 
things sometimes." 
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As she said this Madeline turned down a long 
walk leading to the door of the forbidden court, and 
when she reached the bottom, she leant against the 
wall to rest herself, feeling tired with play and vexed 
with Alice; whilst Ruth, determining to make another 
search, walked away in a different direction. Ma- 
deline began calling again for Alice, and when she 
stopped, the sound of voices in the court was plainly- 
heard. Some persons were talking together, and 
Madeline fancied that one of them was Alice. The 
tone seemed the same, though she did not hear what 
passed. Once more she repeated her name — and a 
moment afterwards a door was shut hastily, and 
Alice, stealing round the comer of the wall, stood by 
her side, laughing heartily. Madeline was eager in 
her questions as to what she had been doing, and 
where she had been hiding, but Alice would give no 
account of herself, and only insisted upon their joining 
Euth. Madeline agreed ; but as she turned round to 
pick up her handkerchief which had fallen down, she 
was surprised to see the door of the servants' court 
open, and a woman dressed in mourning, and looking 
extremely like Benson, appear, who, after spying 
about, walked quickly towards a door in the garden 
wall which adjoined the park. 

" It is Benson, I am sure," exclaimed Madeline, 
and she was going to run after her, when Alice 
pulled her back. 

" No, no, nonsense, never mind," she exclaimed, 
colouring deeply ; " let us find Ruth." 

^^ But it looked just like her ; I am sure it must 
be her ; do let me go and speak." 

"How foolish!" exclaimed Alice; "she is gone 
now — see." The garden-door was closed, and the 
woman, whoever she might be, was gone. Madeline 
persisted that it was Benson, and Alice laughed, 
and again called it nonsense ; and Madeline, whose 
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attention was soon drawn away from any subject, 
returned once more, though witiiout success, to the 
question of Alice's hiding-place. They found Ruth 
in the summer-house ; she had given Alice up, and 
began to complain that she had broken the rules of 
the game. Alice, however, persisted that she had 
not, for she had not been in the house. 

"Then you were talking to Benson in the ser- 
vants' court," said Madeline, " and that was against 
the rules, for you told us we must not go there." 

Alice blushed again ; but before she could answer, 
Euth exclaimed, " Benson ! is she come back ? and 
may you see her, Alice?" 

Alice looked still more uncomfortable, and in an 
awkward manner said, " Benson was to have stayed 
in London a month." 

"But she did not," observed Madeline; "I am 
sure it was Benson who went through the garden, 
and I know I heard your voice, Alice, in the 
court." 

"Listening! listening! for shame!" exclaimed 
Alice, the crimson in her cheeks spreading itself over 
her forehead and neck. 

" It was not listening," replied Madeline, angrily ; 
" I could not help myself." 

" Well ! it is of no consequence," said Alice ; " it 
is no one's ijusiness but my own, and we won't talk 
any more about it. I want you to tell me, Madeline, 
where you got your bonbons." 

" Why, what good can it do you?" asked Ruth, 
who was struck by the awkwardness of Alice's 
manner. 

" You can't have any like them, because they 
came from France," said Madeline. 

Alice looked disappointed. "Are you sure?" 
she said. 

" Yes, quite ; and I know there are none to be 
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had here, nor at Cottington ; for mamma tried the 
last time we were there." 

This seemed to settle the question, for the shops 
at Cottington contained, in the children's helibf, all 
that was most wonderful and beautiful in the world. 
Alice showed her vexation in her countenance, and 
instead of proposing another game, sat down, and 
began pulling off the leaves of the evergreen-honey- 
suckles which twined round the summer-house. 
" There is no use in stajdng here, if you are so stupid," 
said Ruth, after proposing several plays, all of which 
were disliked ; " I shall go and feed Marsham's rab- 
bits;" and she walked away. 

Madeline was going to follow, but Alice pulled 
her back. " Stop, Madeline," she said ; " why won't 
you give me the bonbons ? " Poor Madeline felt a 
little surprise, for she had forgotten that any claim 
had been made upon her. " It is very ill-natured of 
you," continued Alice ; " you can't eat them yourself, 
and you won't let any one else have them ; and I 
would give you any thing you like in exchange." 

" Any tiung ! " exclaimed Madeline, who had a 
notion, that since Alice had been adopted by Lady 
Catharine Hyde, she must of course possess many 
more beautiful things than she had done before. 

" Yes, any thing," repeated Alice ; " I will tell 
you what I would give you, if you liked ; — one of 
the sashes — one of those beautiful sashes you saw in 
my dressing-room." 

" Would you, indeed?" and the remembrance of 
the green ribbon with the white spots came clearly 
before Madeline's mind ; " but you would not be 
allowed." 

" Oh, yes ! trust me ; I may do just as I like in 
those things ; let me have the bonbons, and you shall 
have the sash." 

The temp^tion was great, for Madeline had never 
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during her whole life possessed anj thing so hand- 
some. ^' I should like it rerj much,'' she said, '^ but 
then " 

" Well, what? make ha^ — ^why d<m't you say 
yes!" 

" It would be no good," said Madeline, sorrow- 
fully ; ^' mamma would not let me wear it ; she likes 
Ruth and me always to be dressed alike." This was 
rather a difficulty ; but Alice, having once made the 
proposal to exchange something for the bonbons, was 
not daunted, and began to recount her list of valu- 
ables, in hopes that Madeline would find something 
else which would do as well. But it was in vain. 
Madeline cared neither for wafer-boxes^ nor coloured 
sealing-wax, nor moiher-of-pearl winders, nor trans- 
parent slates ; she wished only for the ribbon, and 
if she did not have that, she did not want any tiling. 
^^ It is the green sash I should like," she said ; ^* that 
is the prettiest of them all." 

Alice's face brightened, as if a happy thought had 
struck her. "Weill" she said, " I don't know, 
perhaps it might be managed ; would you really give 
me the bonbons, if I were to give you and Ruth a 
sash alike?" 

Madeline, surprised at the offer, considered for a 
few moments, and then said, "Yes;" though not 
without a little feeling of reluctance ; adding, " you 
may let me take them home, and then I will ask 
mamma to send Smith, the gardener, with the bon- 
bons to-morrow." 

"No, no, indeed!" exclaimed Alice, "that will 
never do ; Lady Catharine might know about it then»" 

To Madeline this sounded as a reason for not hav- 
ing them at all ; but Alice was not thoroughly sincere, 
and when self-indulgence came in her way, she was 
unable to overcome the temptation of Ratifying it, 
even at the risk of doing wrong. Madehne's scruples 
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were therefore laughed at, and she was told that 
it would be necessary to keep the bonbons till thej 
met again, for that it would not be safe to send them ; 
that, in fact, it would be as well not to say any thing 
about them. 

" But I must to mamma,*' replied Madeline ; " I 
shall show her the sashes to-night, and she wiU ask 
directly how I came by them," 

At this difficulty ^ce began to laugh, and ex- 
claimed, " But you don't expect to carry back the 
sashes with you to-night, do you f why, I have not 
got them yet." 

" Not got them f " repeated Madeline, with a blank 
face of disappointment, " I thought you said you would 
give us each one alike." 

*' So I did ; but the other must be bought first." 

Madeline was puzzled. She knew that Alice was 
scarcely ever allowed to go beyond the park, — never, 
indeed, unless Lady Catharine was with her; and 
how it would be possible to procure another ribbon, 
equally beautiful with the one she had just seen, in 
any place but Cottington, was a mystery which she 
was unable to comprehend. MadeHne did not know 
that the green ribbon had been a present from Ben- 
son, who had brought it from London only the day 
before; and, without Lady Catharine's knowledge, 
had managed to see Alice and give it into her own 
hands. Benson had been careM to keep this fact 
secret, for she knew that Lady Catharine was aware 
of her great fault, — ^her love of gossiping and repeat- 
ing strange stories, and was determined not to aUow 
Alice to see any thing more of her. She had, more- 
over, offended Lady Catharine very much, by being 
impertinent to her when she was first informed that 
Alice was to be taken from her care ; and, in conse- 
quence, she had been forbidden ever to come near 
the house. 
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Benson was a foolish woman, and did many wrong 
things ; but she was really fond of Alice, and it cut 
her to the heart to be told she was to leave her. 
Having a sister living in Laneton, a dressmaker, she 
resolved to settle with her, and take part of her 
business ; and accordingly, after a journey to London 
to see some relations, she had returned only two days 
before the visit of Ruth and Madeline to the Manor, 
bringing with her the gay ribbon which they had 
so much admired. Alice was proud of finery, and 
pleased with the sash, but she knew she should not 
be able to wear it for some time ; and even if she 
could do so, she liked something to eat much better 
than something to wear : the love of eating was as 
strong in her as the love of dress was in Madeline ; 
and she had that afternoon been trying to persuade 
Benson, whom she met whilst she was seeking for a 
good hiding-place, to bring some bonbons with her 
the next time she came. Benson knew nothing about 
bonbons, or how dear they were ; and fancying it 
would be only the expense of a few hal^ence, agreed 
to buy some in the village ; but she told Alice that 
she could not undertake to bring them up to the 
house to her, because it was only for those two days, 
whilst the upper housemaid was away, and the under 
housemaid, who was her cousin, was able to keep 
watch for her, that she had been able to come, con- 
trary to Lady Catharine's order. If Alice wanted 
to see her again they must meet at the garden gate, 
which opened into the park. Alice had agreed to 
this, without once considering what a very wrong 
thing she was doing ; she remembered neither Lady 
Catharine's commands, nor the great sinfulness of 
deceit, nor any thing but her own wishes : for the 
sake of the bonbons, for the pleasure of indulging 
her taste for eating, she was willing to displease not 
only a human being, who had adopted her when she 
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was a friendless orphan, but One infinitely greater 
and kinder, the all-seeing God, who hates deceit, and 
from whom no thought or action can be concealed. 
Madeline saw that something was wrong, and she 
knew that Alice was going to disobey Lady Catharine ; 
but though her conscience whispered that it would 
be better to give up all thought of the sashes, and 
that even if she had them her mamma might not like 
them to be worn; and that, at any rate, she was 
ii^dulging the love of finery, which she had been 
warned against, still she allowed herself to hesitate, 
and think, and wish ; and the consequence was what 
might easily be imagined : she agreed to give Alice 
the bonbons when next they met, and to receive the 
two sashes in return. She half repented, indeed, 
when Alice told her that she must not say any thing 
to Ruth ; for she had never kept any thing secret 
from her before ; but the idea of surprising her in 
some degree made up for the restraint she was obliged 
to put upon herself; and though unable to find out 
from Alice how the ribbon was to be procured, she 
persisted in her resolution ; and when the three 
children were summoned into the house by Marsham, 
no one would have supposed, from their merry voices 
and light steps, that two of them had determined 
upon doing what they knew to be wrong. Whilst 
■we think only upon indulging our own wishes, our 
consciences are often silent ; it is only when we have 
gained our point that we begin to see how sinfriUy 
we have acted. If Alice and Madeline had been 
reminded of their baptismal vow, and asked whether 
they had broken it by gratifying their desires for the 
pomps and vanities of the world, and the sinful lusts 
of the flesh, they would most probably have answered 
*' No." They might even have supposed that it was 
only grown-up people who could ever be tempted to 
be guilty of such sins ; but this is not the way in 
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which God judges. He sees the working of onr evil 
hearts in our slightest actions, and the £Eralts of 
children are in His eyes very grievous, because He 
knows that they proceed from the deep corruption of 
their nature ; and that if they are not checked they 
will assuredly end in great offences. Alice and Made- 
line knew all this ; that is, they had been taught it, 
but they did not think about it. They played, 
laughed, looked at pictures, and told stories, and en- 
joyed the dish of raspberries and milk which Lady 
Catharine provided for them in the study, without 
any misgiving ; and it was only when, an hour after- 
wards, they knelt down, each in her separate cham- 
ber, to offer their evening prayers, that any thing 
like a doubt crossed their minds as to whether God 
was indeed well pleased with them. Alice thought 
of it, but the thought was disagreeable, and she 
turned away from it ; and, as soon as the words were 
repeated, hurried into bed, that she might forget it. 
But Madeline's conscience was more tender; her 
mamma had taught her to try and recollect the prin- 
cipal naughty things which she had done during the 
day, and to mention them in her prayers at night, 
and the agreement with Alice immediately struck her 
as one ; but then if it was wrong it ought to be given 
up ; she ought to refuse to take the sashes, or to give 
Alice the bonbons ; but she had promised, and Alice 
would think it unkind ; it seemed to her difficult to 
know how to decide ; and in the middle of her pray- 
ers she stopped to consider. The servant looked into 
the room at the time, to see if she was in bed, and 
Madeline thought it would not do to determine 
then ; so she finished her prayers with an unhappy 
mind, and instead of Ijmg down in peace, and falHng 
asleep immediately, she tossed about restless and 
uncomfortable for more than a quarter of an hour, 
with all sorts of confused thoughts in her head, and 
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with the consciousness that the right way of acting 
was clear, but that she had not strength to follow 
it Why did not Madeline praj that God would 
belpherf 
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CHAPTER VI. 

There are few clujdren who have not at some time 
or other experienced the same feelings as Madeline 
when she awoke the next morning, with the dim 
consciousness that something disagreeable had hap- 
pened, or was going to happen — that there was some 
cause why she should be less light-hearted than 
usual. The truth was easily recollected, but, unhap- 
pily, Madeline was less inclined to do her duty, and 
give up her wishes in the morning, when the sun 
was shinmg, and the birds were singing, and every 
thing looked cheerful around her, than she had been 
in the dark night, when she lay in her bed, with 
nothing to distract her thoughts from the remem- 
brance that she was in the presence of the great God, 
who knew aU that was passing in her heart. Euth 
saw that something was making her sister uncom- 
fortable ; and fancying that it was because she was 
not ready with her lessons, she helped her to finish 
dressing, and promised to hear her repeat them when 
she went down stairs; and Madeline did not say 
that this was not the reason, though the day before 
she would have shrunk from the idea of hi^ng any 
thing from Ruth. She only hurried over all she had 
to do, that she might not be asked any questions, and 
then knelt down to say her prayers, as usual : but as 
it had been the night previous, so it was now. 
Madeline was afraid to use holy words, and ask God 
to keep her from sin, when she was resolving to 
commit it ; she knew well that this would only be a 
mockery. There was a great difficulty in her mind. 
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and a long struggle between her conscience, which 
told her what she ought to do, and her inclination, 
which told her what she ought not. Still she did not 
pray to be enabled to act rightly; she tried to decide 
by herself; and the consequence was, as it always 
must be, that she went wrong. She put off deter- 
mining the question till another occasion, because 
she said to herself that it was not necessary to settle 
then ; there would be no chance of her meeting Alice 
that day, so she should not be obliged to give her 
the bonbons, and she would think about it again, 
when she had more time; perhaps it would be as 
well to have nothing to do with the matter, but she 
would see ; and having thus quieted her conscience, 
Madeline said her prayers in haste, making, at the 
same time, the excuse for herself that she was late. 
This was but a bad beginnmg of the day, for when 
we are careless and inattentive to God we may be 
quite sure that we shall not be able to do well in 
other respects; and before break^t was ready 
Madeline had spoken several hasty words to Euth, 
besides wasting her time, and faiLg to have one 
lesson as perfect as it ought to be. 

Mrs Clifford, who soon found out if any thmg was 
amiss, would probably have made some remark upon 
her Uke girl's manner, which wbs far from bein|aii 
cheerful as usual, if her attention had not been occu- 
pied by a letter which had arrived by the post, and 
the interest of which prevented her from paying her 
usual attention to what was going on. She read it 
twice through, though it was rather a long one, and 
then gave it to her husband; and, when he had 
ended it, they began talking of the contents. The 
two children, however, could not at all understand 
what was meant. They heard something about their 
aunt Mary and their grandmamma, and a marriage 
which was to take place soon ; but who was to be 
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married, or what their aunt Mary and their grand- 
mamma had to do with the matter, they coidd not 
make out It was clear, however, that die business 
of the letter was important ; for, directly after break- 
fisuBt, Mrs Clifford called the children to her, and, after 
setting them some writing copies, told them they 
were to go on by themselves, for that she should not 
be able to attend to them for the next hour ; and soon 
afterwards they saw her walking in the garden with 
their papa, and talking to him earnestly. Madeline 
felt glad in the hope that she should not be called so 
soon as usual to repeat her imperfect lesson ; and, as 
it happened, Mrs Clifford was detained until she had 
had time to look over her French and geography, 
and to find out some places in the map which she 
had read of the day before ; no fault, therefore, was 
found, and her mamma even praised her. But 
Madeline was not happy at being praised ; she knew 
that she did not deserve it. The dinner hour arrived, 
and still there had been no opportunity for thinking ; 
and in the afternoon Mr Clifford took both the 
children for a walk with him ; and they came in only 
in time for tea, and afterwards went out again upon 
the shore, where they stayed so long that it was very 
nearly their bed-time before they returned. Made- 
line's mind had been quite occupied, and she had 
almost forgotten her engagement with Alice ; and the 
pain she had felt the night before was nearly gone. 
Yet Madeline was not better because she was hap- 
pier : her happiness was caused by forgetfulness ; but 
God never forgets. To Ruth the day had been an 
unpleasant one, though she had not the same causes 
for self-reproach as Madeline. She was uncom- 
fortable ; not about herself, but about her papa and 
mamma, who, she could plainly see, had something 
in their thoughts which distressed them. Mrs Clif- 
ford stayed at home all the afternoon, writing a long 
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letter ; and once, on going into the room, Buth re- 
marked that tears were in her eyes, though she tried 
to hide them ; and directly afterwards Mrs Clifford 
called her litde girl to her, and kissed her so often, 
and gazed upon her so sadly, that Euth longed to ask 
what was the matter. Her papa, too, was not at all 
like himself when he took them for their walk. He 
was silent, and looked very grave ; and sighed when 
an old man, at whose cottage they stopped, observed 
what a pleasure it must be to him to have his little 
girls with him. Mr Clifford scarcely ever sighed; 
and Buth was sure it must be something serious 
which could make him do so. What it was, how- 
ever, she could not in the least find out, though she 
thought it must have something to do with the letter ; 
but when she began talking to Madeline her fears 
rather passed away, for Madeline laughed at her for 
worrying herself about it. Buth went to bed that 
night with much more serious thoughts than Made- 
line ; and when she prayed, as she had been taught, 
that God would bless her papa and mamma, she 
really thought about the words, and used them from 
her heart ; and then she felt relieved, for she knew 
that if any thing disagreeable was going to happen, 
God would be not only able but wiJOdng to help them 
to bear it. 

The two next days Buth watched anxiously when 
the post came, but it did not bring any letters of 
consequence, and the cheerfulness of her papa and 
mamma began to make her think she must have been 
j&nciftiL On the third day they were rather earlier 
at breakfast than usual, and the children were sent 
into the school-room before the post came in ; and 
as they were leaving the breakfast parlour, Mrs 
Clifford said, she hoped they would be careful at 
their lessons, for she had some intention of takings 
them out with her in the afternoon; perhaps they 
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might go to the Manor. Madeline's countenance 
changed, and she ran quickly out of the room. It 
seemed certain at first that she must decide at once ; 
for Alice would expect the bonbons, and had no 
doubt procured the sashes. It did not seem possible 
to draw back ; but Madeline could not make up her 
mind to fulfil her agreement, and again she put off 
the evil hour. It was the time for their writing, 
and she knew her mamma would be displeased if she 
was not ready ; so she resolved not to settle positively 
to do wrong, but to take the bonbons in her bag, 
and then talk to Alice a little more upon the subject. 
If she did not determine to give them, she persuaded 
herself there could be no harm in carrying them with 
her. So Madeline reasoned ; and so a great many 
other persons reason. They cannot resolve to for- 
sake what is wrong at once ; and they put themselves 
in the way of temptation, and then say they cannot 
help yielding to it. MadeHne went to her writing, 
and took more pains than usual with it, and really 
fancied that she was trying to do right ; and when 
Ruth began looking at the door, and wondering why 
their mamma did not come, she reproved her, and 
said that she ought not to talk and look about her 
Ruth, however, could not help feeling wonder, though 
after Madeline had spoken she did not express it ; 
and when, at last, Mrs Clifford came into the room, 
all her past fears about the letters and bad news 
returned. Mrs Clifford looked uncomfortable: she 
sat quiet for some time without speaking ; and when 
she began to hear them repeat their lessons, it seemed 
to be a trouble to her, and not a pleasure as it usually 
was. She smiled, however, at the end, and told 
them they were good children, and that she hoped, 
as she had promised, to take them with her to the 
Manor in the afternoon. 

^< I should like to know what is the matter/' said 
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Bath, as they went to their rooms to prepare for 
dinner : " didn't you see to-day, Madeline, how very 
strange mamma looked?" 

*' Once, I did," replied Madeline, " when I said 
something about having a new geography book next 
month. I almost thought she was going to cry ; but 
you know mamma never cries, and I am sure that 
could not have made her." 

" No," said Ruth, laughing ; " but it was not only 
then ; it was all the time she was hearing us." 

Madeline merely said " Was it?" Had it been 
any other time she would have asked a great many 
questions, and guessed all sorts of reasons ; but just 
then she was turning over her beautiiul bonbons, 
and putting them into a bag that she might not be 
hurried after dinner. 

Mr Clifford did not come to luncheon, which was 
stiU another reason for Ruth's thinking that some- 
thing must be going wrong, or at any rate that 
something important was about to happen. She 
was sure he was not gone out, for she had caught a 
glimpse of him at his writing-table as she passed the 
study door. When they were dressed for their walk, 
Ruth observed the bag hanging on Madeline's arm, 
and asked her why she was going to carry it, as they 
had nothing to take with them. Madeline did not 
know what to reply, but muttered something indis- 
tinctly. She did not wish to tell a story ; but having 
begun to do what she did not like to own, she was 
induced to say any thing for an excuse ; and besides 
this she was obliged to crumple the bag up, though 
it was very pretty and easily spoilt, and put it in tbe 
pocket of her frock, in order that nothing more 
might be said about it. But the visit to the Manor 
was not to be paid that afternoon ; for at the park 
gate they met Lady Catharine driving in a little 
pony-carriage, and Alice with her. Lady Catharioi? 
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was pleased to see Mrs Clifford; and, telling the 
page to hold the ponies, she got out and walked with 
her up and down the straight piece of road in front 
of the park paling ; whilst the children, delighted at 
being left together, talked i^t and meirily. Made- 
line hoped that Alice had forgotten the bonbons; 
for, notwithstanding her wish to possess the ribbon 
in exchange, she had been too uncomfortable during 
the last few days not to feel glad to be out of the way 
of temptation. She did not, however, escape so 
easily. Ruth went to gather some wild flowers in 
the hedge ; and then Alice, catching hold of Made- 
line's hand, exclaimed : <' Well 1 where are the 
bonbons?" 

"I — ^I— do you really want them?" replied 
Madeline. 

" Yes, of course ; you don't mean to draw back ? 
oh how mean ! " Madeline blushed, half with anger, 
half with shame. '^ After all my trouble," continued 
Alice, " seeing Benson and all — ^for I was obliged to 
beg for another from her." 

*' Then you have the sashes," said Madeline, 
whilst, notwithstanding her confusion, her eyes 
sparkled with delight and expectation. 

" Not yet, but I shall have the other ; Benson 
says so." 

" Have you seen her again, then ? " inquired 
Madeline. 

" Yes, once at that gate — ^the garden gate into the 
park. Do you know, Madeline, I did not half like 
it, because of Lady Catharine, but I had promised 
you, and so I was forced to do it." Poor Madeline 
felt vexed when she recollected how foolish she had 
been in receiving such a promise; and keeping to 
her resolution of reminding Alice that they were 
domg wrong in deceiving Lady Catharine, she now 
proposed that they should give up the notion altc- 
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gether. To her surprise, Alice seemed at first a little 
inclined to listen ; for although she did not feel what 
Madeline did, when she knew that she was grieving 
£er papa and mamma ; still she had lately become 
more desirous of pleasing Lady Catharinef whose 
few w(xrds of praise were particularly valued, from 
Uie fact of their being but seldom given. 

^ Then I may take them back," said Madeline, 
as soon as she found that Alice agreed with her 
scruples ; and, as she spoke, she opened her bag, and 
displayed the gay paper and gilding, in which the 
bonbons were wrapped. Alice's eyes brightened. 

'< Oh, Madeline ! I don't know ; how beautiful 
they are ! and so many ! Are you sure they are 
chocolate?" 

'^ Not sure, because I have not opened them all ; 
but several are, I know." 

'< And you don't like them, and I do, it seems 
such a pity, — and I know they won't hurt me, I ate 
all those you gave me the other day, and I was not 
at all the worse for it. Just let me look at them one 
minute." Madeline gave up the bag, and Alice put 
a few in her lap, looking round cautiously at the 
same time, to see that Lady Catharine was not near. 
" I don't believe it would be so very wrong," she 
continued, '' it is all nonsense thinking they would 
do me harm, and besides, Benson is to bring me the 
other sash to-morrow, and I shan't know what to do 
with two." 

" To-morrow f" repeated Madeline, " then you 
are quite sure of having it?" 

'^ Yes, quite, Benson's sister, the dressmaker, has 
it, and she is to get it from her. Your white frock 
would look so nice with it, Madeline." 

^' Better than it does with this old pink one," said 
Madeline, looking down at her dress. At that minute, 
Mrs Clifford was heard calling to Euth, who had 
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wandered away to some little distance. Alice caught 
up some of the bonbons to put them again into the 
bag, but, in moving, several feU down. 

" What shall we dof " she exclaimed, as she stooped 
to lool# for them ; " Ladjp Catharine will be sure to 
see them." Madeline drew nearer to the pony- 
carriage to help in the search, but she was not able 
to be of much use, for Euth came running towards 
her, telling her that her mamma was gone into a 
cottage with Lady Catharine, and that they were to 
follow directly. 

'^ Coming, coming," exclaimed JIadeline, hastily ; 
going closer to Alice, she then whispered, ^' Shall I 
take the bag ? " 

" No, no," replied Alice, " I may as well have all 
now;" and hiding the bag in the comer for Ruth 
not to see, she wished both the children " good bye," 
and began looking again for the stray bonbons. 
Madeline walked slowly away, with a feeling of 
greater pleasure than pain. She had gained her 
wishes, and not entirely by her own doing, and so 
she fancied herself free from blame, and yet her 
conscience still told her that all was not right. If 
she had not brought the bonbons with her, Alice 
would not have kept them ; but Madeline was glad 
instead of sorry at being forced to give them up, and 
when the idea crossed her mind that she might even 
now refuse to receive the sashes, it gave her a pang, 
and she said to herself that it would only be foolish, 
since all the harm was done. Alice had seen Ben- 
son, and taken the bonbons, and it could neither make 
things better nor worse for her to give up her part 
of the busmess, and part with what she liked, without 
having any thing in exchange, — and after all it was 
Alice who had disobeyed. This seemed very true, 
and it passed quickly in Madeline's thoughts, as she 
followed Euth in silence to the cottage. But the 
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80imd of Ladj Catharine's voice brought the dread, 
that what had been done might be found out, and 
Madeline's heart sank within her. Yet why should 
it — ^if she had done no harm ? 

The next day was Sunday : there were no letters, 
bat Kuth had not less cause for uneasiness than before, 
for there was no longer any doubt that something 
had happened to distress her papa and mamma, — 
their manner showed it too plainly. Madeline, like- 
wise, was altered : she was fretM and discontented ; 
but Ruth did not think much about it, and was so 
occupied in watching her mamma, that she did not 
observe a little scene which passed between her sister 
and Alice Lennox, as they met at the church door, 
when the service was over. Alice managed to draw 
Madeline aside, and pulling a small brown paper 
parcel out of her pocket, she offered it to her. Made- 
line shook her head and seemed shocked, and Alice 
coloured, and laughed, and tore off a piece of the 
paper to show something green within. Madeline 
looked, and Alice whispered, " Promise you won't 
show it to your mamma, till I say you may." Made- 
line drew back, and pushed the parcel away, but as 
Alice was about to put it into her pocket, she caught 
hold of it to inspect the ribbon more closely. That 
second look completed the temptation. 

" Why must not I tell mamma now?" she said. 

" I can't say ; there is no time : will you or will 
you not?" Alice laid her hand upon the parcel. 
Madeline gazed with a longiag desire to possess ; then 
yielded, promised, and took possession. 
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CHAPTER Vn. 

Perhaps it might be interesting if we were to go 
back with Alice Lennox to the Manor, and see what 
kind of afternoon she spent with Lady Catharine 
Hyde after they had returned from the second ser- 
Tice, and had looked in at the school to inquire how 
many giris had been present at church, and which 
were to have prize-marks for good behavioar. Alice 
was less talkative than usual (for, strange though it 
may seem, slie was sometimes very talkatiye when 
alone with Lady Catharine) ; she did not make any 
remarks upon the singing, nor repeat any thing which 
Mr Clifford had said in his sermon ; neither did she 
once mention the names of Madeline and Buth. She 
had a weight upon her mind which prevented her 
from turning her thoughts to other things. Lady 
Catharine, too, was silent ; — ^indeed she seldom said 
much except when Alice began, — ^but she held her 
little companion's hand in hers, and once or twice 
patted it, and looked smilingly in her &ce ; and these 
trifling marks of affection Alice had lately begun to 
understand meant as much, or more, than other per- 
sons' words. She could not, indeed, teU how much 
— few children can ftiUy comprehend the love which 
grown-up people feel for them — ^but if Alice had 
known how, when Lady Catharine rose in the early 
morning, one of the first prayers was offered for her ; 
how, during the long day, she was forming schemes 
for her improvement and her happiness ; how she 
watched the changes of her countenance, and joyed 
in every symptom of amendment in her disposition ; 
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and how, when night had closed in, and Alice was 
asleep, she would steal to her bedside, look at her, 
and try to discover a likeness to her mother, and 
then bend over, and kiss her, and silently ask God 
to bless and guard her from harm ; if Alice had 
known all this, she would perhaps have been even 
graver than she was, for she would have felt sorrow 
and shame at the idea of having done any thing 
that nught vex the dearest and kindest friend whom 
she possessed on earth. 

liidy Catharine went to her room for nearly hali 
an hour when they reached home, and, during this 
time, Alice looked over her collect, and hymn, and 
a certain portion of the catechism which she did not 
**emember correctly, in order to repeat them when 
she was called. She was obliged to be more parti- 
cular than even in her common lessons in having 
them perfect ; for Lady Catharine always declared 
that it pained her to hear sacred things said blunder- 
ingly, as if they were not thought about or cared for. 
In general, AHce dined when Lady Catharine had 
luncheon, and drank tea with Marsham; but on 
Sundays, in the sunmier time, she went into the 
garden, to walk up and down and learn all that she 
had to say, and then returned to drink tea with Lady 
Catharine in a little room called the study, which 
opened out of the drawing-room, and which, from ito 
having a large bow window and pretty pink f\imiture, 
and containing a number of books and pictures, was 
the most cheeriid in the house. Alice, perhaps, would 
have liked better to have had tea in the summer-house, 
as Madeline and Ruth did, but Lady Catharine was 
afraid of her taking cold, and Alice did not venture 
to ask. This evening, however, it was so warm that 
Lady Catharine herself proposed that they should 
go out for a little while. Taking a book with her, 
she led the way- to a bench at the lower end of tht 
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broad middle walk, and desirmg Alice to seat herself 
on a stool at her feet, she began to read aloud. The 
book was one of which Alice had already heard a 
considerable portion. It was the story of a man who, 
having Uved for many years in a la^e city with his 
wife and children, waa told by a person, whose word 
he thoroughly believed, that, if he remained there, 
he must, without doubt, miserably perish ; that the 
city was doomed to destruction ; and that his only 
hope of escape was by immediately leaving all he 
loved — unless he could prevail on his fisunily to join 
him — and setting out on a wearisome journey towards 
a bright and lovely home, prepared for him in a 
distant land by the Lord whose servant he was. It 
described the sorrow of the poor man, and the obsti- 
nacy of his wife and children ; the difficulties of his 
way, and the hope which cheered him in the midst 
of them : and, though it was written in old-fashioned 
language, and there were many parts hard to under- 
stand; and some which Lady Catharine explained 
in words different from those used in the book ; yet, 
on the whole, Alice was interested. She knew well 
that the city was intended to represent the evil 
world ; and the man the Christian, who resolves to 
give up all wicked practices, and live according to 
the law of God ; and that by the lovely home in a 
distant land was to be understood that glorious heaven 
where all who have served their Saviour here shall 
be happy for ever and ever. At times Lady Catha- 
rine stopped, and asked Alice questions, or answered 
any which were put to her. Her manner was not 
winning, like Mr Clifford's, and she did not always 
explain things clearly; yet Alice, who for many 
months had had no person to instruct her except 
Benson, was glad to meet with some one who was 
willing to attend to what she had to say, and to try, 
at least, to give her a reajson for the things which 
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puzzled hen Lady Catharine had read but a few 
pages, when, laymg down the book, she said : 

*' Alice, was there anything in Mr Clifford's ser- 
mon at all like the history of Christian's journey ?" 

AHce looked a little confused, for during the last 
part of the sermon she had not been attending, and 
she did not immediately recollect. At length, how- 
ever, she said : '' I think Mr Clifford mentioned 
something about every one's having a journey to go." 

" Yes," replied Lady Catharine, " but can you tell 
me what he said was the first thing which made 
people set out on it in earnest?" Alice was silent. 
^' It was the same thing," continued Lady Catharine, 
*' which made Christian leave the city of Destruction, 
it was a belief in what was told him ; and Mr Clifford 
said also, that that was the reason why when children 
are baptized they are obliged to promise that they 
will ' believe all the articles of the christian faith,' 
because if they do not believe rightly, they will be 
sure not to act rightly. I think, Alice, we read a 
little while ago in the Bible something which will 
give an instance of this ; of a man who believed, and 
his sons-in-law who did not believe, and what hap- 
pened to them in consequence." 

" Was it about Lot?" inquired Alice. 

" Yes," replied Lady Catharine ; " if you remem- 
ber, when Lot went to tell his sons-in-law that the 
city of Sodom would be destroyed, it is said that, 
^ he seemed to them as one that mocked ;' and so, 
when Lot escaped to the mountain, they persisted in 
staying behind, and were burnt up with all the other 
miserable inhabitants of that wicked city. They did 
not believe, and it is just the same in these days." 

'' But no one has come to tell us that we shall be 
destroyed," said Alice. 

- Lady Catharine looked vexed, and taking up a 
Bible, which she had with her, she turned to the third 
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ohs^ter of the second epistle of St Peter, and pointings 
to Uie tenth verse, said, ^' Bead it" 

And Alice read, ^< The daj of the Lord will come 
as a thief in the night, in the which the heavens shall 
pass awaj with a great noise, and the elements shall 
melt with fervent heat ; the earth also, and the works 
that are therein, shall be burned up." 

" You see," observed Lady Catharine, almost 
stemlj, " that you spoke without thought." Alice 
felt ashamed, and Lady Catharine continued : ^' This 
is one of the great things we are bound to believe, 
but there are many others; where are they to be 
learnt?" 

« In the Creed!" asked Alice. 

" Yes," replied Lady Catharine, more kindly ; 
^' they are to be learnt from the Creed ; and the 
Creed teaches us shortly what the Bible tells us in 
full ; and it was taught by the apostles to the early 
Christians, and by them to those who came after 
them; and so on down to these days. We are 
certain therefore that it is true." 

^^ But," said Alice, who had a little recovered her 
courage, and was becoming more attentive, '^ it can 
make no difference whether persons believe every 
single thing, if they do what they ought." 

'^ It does though make a great difference," repHed 
Lady Catharine ; " and no persons can do what they 
ought, in every thing, if they do not believe what 
thev ought. You, for instance, Alice, if you did not 
beheve what I told you the other day about Benson, 
that she was an ignorant person without proper prin- 
ciples, who would lead you into mischief, would be 
unhappy without her, and would think me unkind, 
and perhaps might even be tempted to do something 
wrong in order to see her." At the mention of 
Benson, Alice was thunderstruck. The colour for- 
sook her cheek, and again rushed to it, till her fore- 
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head became crimson, and in an agonj of confusion 
she turned her &ce away, at the risk of bringing 
upon herself a reproof for inattention. She thought 
instantlj that Lady Catharine knew all she had been 
doing ; but Lady Catharine did not know, nor sus- 
pect; she only mentioned Benson's name as an 
example, and Alice was much relieyed when she 
went on : ^^ You will be able, I dare say, to remem- 
ber many instances in which if you had not believed 
what was told you, yoa would have been led into 
mischief." 

Alice could not think of any at the moment, for 
ibe was still rather frightened, suid could only answer, 
« Yes." 

Lady Catharine again took up the book, and ccm 
tinned reading ; and Alice, while she listened, forgot 
ber fears, but after a time they returned again. Lady 
Catharine was tired, and said she thou^t tea must 
be ready in the study, and they walked towards the 
house ; but as they passed the servants' court Lady 
Catharine recurred to the same subject, — ^the duty of 
childreii to believe what their friends tell them, as it 
is tiie duty of ail persons to believe what God tells 
ihem. Pointing to the shut-up rooms, she said, 
*^ Alice, I think yoa have every reason to believe 
my word, for I have never deceived you." 

Alice murmured, " Yes." 

" Then," pursuedLady Catharine, " you must think 
that what I tell you I shall do, is my real firm inten- 
tion. I dare say you cannot understand why I should 
forbid you to enter those rooms, and I am not going, 
to give you any reasons ; I only want to remind you 
that as certainly as I find you have been there, so 
certainly I shall send you away from me ; where, I 
cannot tell ; but I will have no one in my house, 
whom I cannot trust." Lady Catharine drew herself 
up and looked very tall, and Alice breathed quickly, 
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imd did not know what to ss^j. Instead of going 
into the house, Lady Catharine turned in the walk 
again ; and fearing Uiat she had spoken harshly, she 
said in her kindest manner, ^' It is my love for you, 
Alice, which makes me say this ; I should be so 
Borry — ^so very sorry — to be obliged to part with you; 
and yet if I could not depend upon you, I must do 
it. But you would travel far over the wide world, 
and find no one who loves you as I do ;" and Lady 
Catharine stooping down, kissed Alice's forehead, 
and added, ^' you are my own Alice, my child." 
This was one of the few occasions on which LiEidy 
Catharine had shown something of her real affection ; 
and Alice could have been happy and pleased, but 
for the remembrance of Benson, and the sash, and 
the bonbons. She was indeed glad when Lady 
Catharine went on talking to her in the same tone ; 
and allowed her, when they went in, to pour out tea ; 
and then began to tell her some stories about some 
of the old fisimily pictures : all these things made her 
feel at home, and she was sorry when Marsham came 
to tell her it was bed-time ; but, when she was left 
alone, she thought of Lady Catharine only as being 
severe, and when she laid down to sleep it seemed 
as if she could stUl hear her repeating, — '^ I will have 
no one in my house, whom I cannot trust." 
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CHAPTER Vm. 

Madeuke and Ruth passed the evening somewhat 
in tiie same way as Alice Lennox ; but thej were 
not able to see as much of their papa as usual, for 
besides the two services, the school, and a funeral, 
there was a sick person to be visited ; and when all 
this was done, Mr Clifford was tired and obliged to 
rest in his own room. The tea, however, was pre- 
pared in the arbour, and the children looked forward 
to it with pleasure ; but when the time arrived, they 
found less enjoyment than they had anticipated. 
Both their papa and mamma were silent ; and after 
the tray was removed, Mrs Clifford went away, and 
her husband appeared engaged in his own thoughts. 
Madeline and Buth looked at each other, but did not 
move, and the idea came into Madeline's mind, that 
her papa might be vexed about something connected 
with her. A few minutes afterwards, Mr Clifford 
called them to him, and made them sit down by him, 
and then he said: " We have been very grave to- 
night, my darlings : don't you think sol" 

" You have been grave several nights, papa," re- 
plied Buth. 

" Yes;" and Mr Clifford tried to smile, " I am 
afiraid I have, though I don't know exactly why I 
should be ; but people often are grave, without being 
unhappy, and your mamma and I have had a good 
deal to make us thoughtful lately. Do you luiow 
your aunt Mary is going to be married f " 

^< Married! papa," exclaimed both the children 
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at once : '^ and will she go away and leave poor 
grandmamma ? Oh ! what will she do ?'' 

^^ Your grandmamma will not be left, I hope," 
replied Mr Clifford ; '^ at least, I am sure, that your 
aunt would never consent to be married, if there 
were not some one to take her place. But your 
mamma is your grandmamma's child as well as your 
aunt Mary." 

^' Mamma does not live with grandmamma," ob- 
s^ved Madeline, '*' so she can't read to her as aunt 
Mary does." 

'^ Suppose your grandmamma were to come and 
live with us," said Mr Clifford ; ^^ would not that 
do away with the difficulty!" 

Buth considered a little, — she did not express much 
pleasure at the prospect, for her grandmamma, Mrs 
Berei^ord, was very old, and a great invalid ; and 
whenever the children were witii her, they were 
obliged to be extremely quiet, and scarcdy ran about 
or talked at all. '< If grandmamma lives here," she 
said, at length, ^< and mamma reads to her all day, 
there Moll be no one to hear us our lessons." 

" That difficulty may be done away with, too," 
replied Mr Clifford, with a little hesitation. '^ You 
and Madeline may go to schooL" 

Buth raised her eyes to her Mher's face with an 
expression of complete bewilderment ; whilst Made- 
line exclaimed, '^ To school, papa, away from you ! 
when should we come back again ?" 

" We should not like it," said Buth, sorrowfully. 

'^ I do not think we should any of us like to be 
separated, my dear child," said Mr Clifford ; '< and 
yet it may be necessary." 

'^ But will it be, papa ? " inquired Madeline ; '^ and 
wh^i shall we go? will it be to Miss Freeman's ?" 

" No, not to Miss Freeman's," replied Mr Clifford, 
with a smile ; <' Miss Freeman has too many little 
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girls already to take care of: but I think very likely 
it will be to a lady near London, a Mrs Carteri who 
is a mat friend of your mamma's." 

"But, papa," began Ruth, "I don't think— it 

seems ^," here she stopped, not knowing how to 

proceed. 

^* You don't think, perhaps, that I am in earnest, 
Buth, because the thought seems sudden ; but your 
mamma and I have been talking about it for several 
days." 

Poor Ruth looked| miserable, and when she tried 
to speak, the words failed, and she burst into tears. 
Mr Clifford kissed her, and soothed her, but he did 
not try to comfort her by giving her any hope of 
remaining at home ; for, in fact, from the first mo- 
ment that he had known that Miss Beresford would 
be married and go to India, if it were not for her 
dislike to leaving her mother when she was old and 
ill, he had determined to propose that Mrs Beresford 
should come to Laneton to live. Mrs Clifford's time 
would then be constantly occupied, and there was no 
room for a governess in the house ; it would be right, 
therefore, to send Buth and Madeline to school, in 
order that their education might be properly taken 
care of. Mrs Clifford, who loved her mother very 
much, was pleased at the notion of having her with 
her, and trying to make her happy; but the prospect 
of parting with her children was a great trial ; and 
nothing but her firm trust that so long as she acted 
rightly God would order all things for good, had 
enabled her to consent with readiness. There were 
many questions asked, as soon as the two Httle girls 
understood that their papa really meant what he had 
said, but they were principally put by Madeline; 
Jtuth, although she dried her tears, and even tried 
to smile, still looked distressed, and scarcely liked to 
listen to anything that was said upon so disagreeable 
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a subject. To Madeline, the idea, after the first 
moment, was rather agreeable than not. Of all 
things she liked seeing new places and new people ; 
it would be delightful to go to London, and thej 
should have a great deal to talk about when they 
came back ; and, besides, it would be so strange to 
go to school, and to have new play-fellows r and, 
very likely, they should have prizes : altogether, she 
thought there would be a good deal of fun in it, but 
she hoped Ruth would not cry, for all the girls would 
laugh at her. ^ 

" I shall not cry, you may be quite sure of that," 
said Ruth, in an offended tone ; ^' I don't do it half 
as much as you do, Madeline ; only you like going 
about, and I don't, and that is the reason you don't 
care as I do about school." 

" There is no cause to be ashamed of crying, my 
dear Ruth," said Mr Clifford ; " I am not sure that 
I could not cry myself, if I were to try, about it." 

Ruth laughed : " Oh ! no, papa ; men never cry." 

" Not often when little girls see them, certainly ; 
but I have more cause for it now, perhaps, than you 
have, because I see more things to make me uneasy 
and afraid." 

" Afraid of what, papa ?" inquired Madeline. 

" Afraid lest my two children should not behave 
well at school ; and should forget what they have 
been taught, and return home spoilt in any way." 

"But our governess will teach as properly as 
mamma does," said Madeline. 

"Yes, I fully believe she will, or I should not 
trust you to her ; but school is a very different place 
from home. There are many more temptations and 
trials, and you will have more companions to lead 
you into mischief." 

"But we shall not attend to them, papa,*^ said 
Ruth, whose spirit was now roused by the idea of 
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seeing more of the world, and being placed in dif- 
ficulties. 

'< Ah, Bath ! that is the danger ; we think we 
shall not do wrong, and so we do not keep ourselves 
humble, and do not pray to God to guard us. It 
is very much safer to feel that most l^ely we shall 
wish to do as others do, because our hearts are as 
sinful; and then we shall learn not to trust to 
ourselves, and through the mercy of God we may 
escape* 

'^ But Buth is always good at home,'' said Made- 
line. Buth blushed, and felt pleased ; though her 
conscience reminded her of several feiults which none 
of her Mends knew. 

" God only can judge whether Buth is always 
good," said Mr Clifford ; " but I think, if we read 
file Bible, we shall find that all persons have sinned, 
and come short of the glory of God; it is said 
repeatedly. We sometimes fancy we are good, 
because we are not aware how perfect we ought to 
be. You know we are to keep the commandments 
of God, and to walk in them all the days of our life. 
Not to keep one or two commandments sometimes, 
but all of them at all times." 

'< It is impossible," sighed Madeline. But Buth 
said nothing. 

" Imagine what you would be if you were to keep 
all God's commandments," continued Mr Clifford: 
" you would get up early in the morning, and your 
first thought would be about Him, and His goodness 
in taking care of you ; you would say your prayers, 
without any wandering thoughts ; all the day you 
would be endeavouring to please Him ; you would 
never use an unkind word, or give way to a proud 
thought, but you would be humble and gentle, con- 
stantly trying to do what you could to make other 
persons happy, and never seeking your own pleasure 
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instead of tiieirs. When jou read the Bible, you 
would not do it irreverently, as if it were a common 
book, but as if you really felt and believed that it 
was God's holy word ; and besides this, you would 
never be envious nor discontented, but you would 
fake every thing that happened quite cheer^illy, 
because it was ordered by God, Leiost of all, would 
you ever for an instant attempt to deceive, or say 
any thing which was not strictly true, or do any 
thing which you thought your mamma and I should 
not like." Poor Madeline felt so guilty, as her papa 
spoke, that her cheek became of a burning colour ; 
and Mr Clifford remarked it. '^ You are not well, 
my love," he said, anxiously. 

^^ Oh, yes, papa ! indeed I am — quite ; only it is 
so hot." 

It was the second time that Madeline had been 
tempted to say what approached to an untruth, and 
from the same cause, — ^a wish to conceal another 
fiiult ; so dangerous is it ever to yield in the least 
matters. 

" We will come into the open jdr," said Mr Clif- 
ford, ^' under the beech tree ; I think it is rather too 
warm here for comfort." Madeline liked the sum- 
mer-house better than the beech tree, but she did not 
dare object, and they went. Buth was thinking 
upon what had been said ; it had given her a clearer 
idea than she had possessed before of what was meant 
by being really good, — ^keeping God's command- 
ments ; and she began to suspect, that after all she 
might not be so perfect as she was sometimes inclined 
to imagine. ^' There is no use in wishing to be good, 
then, papa," she said. 

Mr Clifford seemed a little pained. '^ But if we 
have promised, Ruth," he said, " and if, when we 
promised, Grod gave us his Holy Spirit to help us, 
what are we to say then ?" 
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" Bat we cannot be quite— quite good," said Made- 
line, who was trying in her own mind to find some 
excuse for her late naughty behaviour. 

" Not quite,*' replied Mr Clifford, " but always 
endeavouring to be ; which is all that Grod reqnires 
of us, when He requires us to promise that we will 
keep His holy will and commandments, and walk in 
the same aU the days of our life. How good, indeed, 
we might be, if we were to serve Grod from the 
beginning of our lives, He alone can tell ; certainly, 
very, very much better than we are ; and that is the 
reason, my dear children, why I am so desirous that 
you should commence early." 

^^ When we go to school," said Madeline. 

" No," replied Mr Clifford, " now, — this very 
moment. Perhaps you will not live to go to school." 
Madeline was frightened. It seemed more dreadfril 
then to think that she might die, than it had ever 
done before ; yet, with her usual thoughtlessness, she 
foigot her dread as Buth began asking some more 
questions about Mrs Carter, and where she lived, 
and how old her mamma was when she went to 
school; and at last when Buth ran away to meet 
her miUma in one of the walks, MadeUne ran too, 
and was soon talking as fast as if nothing was tlie 
matter. 
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CHAPTER rX. 

A FEW days afterwards, Mrs Clifford was seated in 
the dra>n^g-room at the Manor conversbg with 
Lady Catharine Hyde, and Madeline and Alice were 
together in the school-room. Bath had a cold, and 
was therefore kept at home ; and Madeline was not 
very sorry for this, because she wished extremely to 
see Alice alone, and to prevail on her, if possible, to 
allow the sashes to be shown to Mrs Clifford. She 
had an excellent opportunity on this occasion, for 
they were sent out of the room, and told not to re- 
turn till they were summoned ; and nearly an hour 
elapsed before any one came to them. All this time 
Lady Catharine and Mrs Clifford were engaged in 
an interesting conversation ; Mrs Clifford was repeat- 
ing to Lady Catharine the history of Miss Beresford's 
intended marriage, and the difTerence it was likely 
to make in the plans for the education of Buth and 
Madeline ; and Lady Catharine was giving Mrs 
Clifford some idea of her thoughts and wishes about 
Alice. Lady Catharine's notions did not, indeed, 
entirely suit Mrs Clifford ; she considered some of 
them strange; and not likely to answer, but she was 
pleased to hear them, because of the deep interest 
she took in the child, who had been the play-fellow 
of her own little girls ; and who seemed left without 
the usual advantage of near relations to take charge 
of her. Lady Catharine thought Mrs Clifford per- 
fectly right in all she meant to do, and inquired 
many particulars of Mrs Carter's school; saying, 
that if she were ever obliged to part from Alice, it 
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would be a satisfaction to know some place to which 
she might be sent without danger ; ^^ not that I have 
the least idea at present," she continued, ^' of making 
any change in ^ce's life ; if I do, it will be entirely 
firom her own fiiult." 

'< She seems gentle and well-disposed," observed 
Mrs Clifford. 

'^ Yes, I think she is,** replied Lady Catharine ; 
^ at least, if she has a bad temper, she never ven- 
tures to exhibit it either to Marsham or me; and 
she is quick at her lessons, and obliging, and con- 
tented ; but all this is not sufficient for me, my dear 
Mrs Clifford ; I must have sincerity ; and sincerity, 
I am sadly afi:aid, Alice does not possess." 

^^ She has not had much care, then, taken of her, 
I suppose," answered Mrs Clifford. 

^^ Tes, indeed, she has, at least till within the last 
year, just as much care as you, or I, or any one else. 
She could have learnt nothing that was evil &om 
— " — ^Lady Catharine paused— even then, after so 
many months, she could not mention Mrs Lennox's 
name without tears. " I wish but for two things," 
she added, — ^' truth and obedience ; so long as I 
have these, I am contented, but if I ever have reason 
to suspect that Alice is deficient in them, in truth 
especially, I shall think it my duty to send her away 
to some place where she will have fewer indulgences." 

^^ I do not see that she can have many temptations 
to do wrong here," said Mrs Clifford ; " she has 
seldom any companions." 

" No ; but if it is in a child's heart to be deceitfiil, 
she is sure to find out some occasion of being so ; 
and Alice, I am afiraid, was taught much that was 
bad by that foolish woman, Benson. At any rate, I 
have so arranged, that I shall soon discover whether 
she is really to be trusted. I have given her one 
command — a very easy one, which if she should 
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break, my confidence in her will be goiie, and then 
the sooner she leaves Haselej Manor Ihe better. 
The discipline of a school will in such a case be the 
only fit education for her." Mrs Qifibrd knew what 
command Lady Catharine meant, but before she 
could tell exactly what to reply, Lady Catharine 
went on ; " There are, you know, some rooms in 
this house for which 1 haye a peculiar feeling of 
reverence. The happiest moments of my life werfe 
spent in them ; and, since my earthly joy has been 
destroyed, I have taken a kind of sacred pleasure in 
keeping them just as they were during my dear hus- 
band's lifetime; all his books, and pictures, and 
writings remain in precisely the same position 83 
when he left them, and so it is my wish that they 
should' continue till my death. Perhaps it may be a 
fimcy — a very peculiar one, but still I have it strongly, 
and I do not see why I should not indulge it. I 
have therefore forbidden any of my servants, except 
Marsham, to go into these rooms, under any pretence 
whatever ; and the same order I have given to Alice, 
and if she should disobey it, I shall have no difficulty 
in finding it out immediately: it is her trial, and 
upon her going through it well must depend, not my 
affection (that can never change, for I love her for 
her mother's sake), but my trust in her. The rooms 
are often locked, but at times they are purposely left 
open ; and hitherto I have had no cause to think 
that AHce has been ungrateftil enough to disr^ard 
my wishes." 

At this account, part of which only was new, Mrs 
Clifford felt uncomfortable. She did not agree with 
Lady Catharine, as to its being a good thing to put 
any such temptation in Alice's way ; but she was not 
asked to give her opinion, and Lady Catharine's very 
decided manner made every one shy of differing from 
her. Tet Mrs Clifford was so honest and open in 



LANETON PARSONAGE. 99 

faer character, that she could not prevent her feelings 
from being expressed in her countenance, and Lady 
Catharine immediately inquired whether she had any 
reason for suspecting that Alice, had, as yet, been 
guilty of deception. 

" Oh ! no, none in the least, I was only thinking 
that if the door were kept locked, it might be safer. 
To see it open must excite her curiosity." 

" That is the very point. As she grows older she 
will constantly meet with temptations of the kind, 
and it is right that she should be early trained to 
resist them ; at any rate (and Lady Catharine drew 
herself up) it is my will." There was nothing to be 
said against this, and if there had been, Mrs Clifford 
saw that nothing was to be gained by any attempt 
at argument. Lady Catharine had a natural fancy 
for trying experiments, doing things in a different 
way from every one else ; and as she had succeeded 
in making the cottagers rear chickens, and raise 
potatoes, according to her own peculiar views, so she 
imagined that she should also succeed in educating 
Alice Lennox. 

Li the mean time, Alice and Madeline had been 
tolerably amused and happy. Not as happy as they 
were before either of them had had any thing to 
conceal, but still rather merry than not. Madeline 
did as she had resolved : she asked Alice to consent 
that the sashes should be shown to her mamma ; and 
so fer she did right ; but when Alice refused, she did 
not trouble herself any more about the matter. Both 
were very well contented to make out a game with 
the bonbons, which Alice had left, — a game in which 
Alice kept a shop and sold them, and Madeline went 
to buy, and paid for them with some shells which had 
been picked up on the shore. After a little while, 
Alice began to think that it would be pleasanter to 
go out into the passage, and play upon a high window 
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seat which had two steps up to it, and this accord* 
ingly they did. Alice took a number of other prettj 
things, pincushions, and beads, and coloured papers, 
out of her play drawer, in order to make what she 
called a bazaar ; and when they were all spread out 
they looked extremely gay, and Madeline was de- 
lighted, and heartily wished that Buth had been 
there too. By-and-by, however, they grew a little 
weary, and sitting down on the steps they began 
talking ; whilst Alice amused herself by tossing the 
bonbons up in the air, and catching them again in 
her hand. Presently, one fell on the floor, and being 
round, it rolled along the ground and behind a door 
which stood a little way open. Alice started up, 
gathering the remainder of the bonbons together in 
her lap ; " Oh," she exclaimed, " it is gone, quite 
gone, and into that passage, — what shall I do?" 

"Why? what do you mean!" said Madeline, 
" we shall find it directly." 

" No, no," exclaimed Alice, hastily, and catching 
hold of Madeline's frock, she prevented her from 
moving : " don't you remember ? I told you just now 
that is the very door, the way into those rooms ? I 
don't dare go." Madeline looked rather aghast. 

*' If Lady Catharine finds the bonbon there, she 
will think you have been in," she said. 

" No, not if I tell her how it happened. If it 
were a ball or anything, I should not care, but one 
of those stupid bonbons. What shall I do t How I 
wish I had never had them ! and I don't like them 
so very much now, there is a nasty taste in the 
chocolate." 

" If Lady Catharine asks how you came by them, 
what shall you say 1 " inquired Madeline. 

" Oh ! the truth, I must of course — that you gave 
them to me." 

" And mamma will hear about it, and be angry," 
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eoatiiiued Madeline ; *' and perhaps she won't let me 
keep the sashes if she knows how we exchanged. 
Oh that tiresome bonbon !" 

« There is no use in talking of all that," said 
Alice ; " what shall we do now?" 

"Yes, what shall we do?" It was a question 
which neither of the children knew how to answer. 

At length Alice said, " It must be just behind the 
door; looking for it there won't be going into the 
rooms." 

" No," said Madeline ; " let me go, and I shall 
find it, I dare say." Alice hesitated a little; she 
fancied that Madeline would not see as well as herself, 
and perhaps would only roll it along further, or do 
something equally awkward ; for Madeline was rather 
famous for doing awkward things. " If it were 
known," continued Madeline, "Lady Catharine would 
not scold me as she would you." 

" But," exclaimed Alice, who with all her faults 
was not ungenerous, " I should not like that. The 
bonbon is mine and I threw it there, and if any one 
goes for it, I must." 

" You must be quick then," said Madeline, 
" mamma won't stay much longer." Alice stood 
upon the step, uncertain how to act. " You need 
not go in, only just peep round," said Madeline: 
"^ but make haste." The slamming of a door was 
heard at the same instant, and Alice thought Lady 
Catharine was coming. 

" I can't go," she said, and she reseated herself. 
But again there was stiUness, the slamming of the 
door was merely accidental, and there were no signs 
of Lady Catharine, or Mrs Clifford. 

" Now, then," half whispered Madeline, who, to 
do her justice, felt more for Alice than for herself; 
" don't go in, but just try behind for it." 

Alice moved slowly forward, pushed back the for- 



102 LANETON PARSONAGE. 

bidden door, and put out her hand, in hopes of feeling 
the missing bonbon : but no, it was not to be felt, 
and she was obliged to advance one step into the 
passage. Still it was in vain, and the next moment 
Alice was fairly within, searching for it in every 
direction. The light was not very clear, for it came 
through a stained glass window, and in the passage — 
which was broad, but not long — ^there were some old 
lumbering pieces of furniture. Alice was about to 
give up looking, and resign herself to her fate, when 
her foot touched something small and round, and the 
bonbon rolled away still farther. Alice thought she 
could not then give it up as lost ; but again it was 
no where to be seen, and Madeline, who was keeping 
watch, became frightened, and, fancying she heard 
some one coming, entreated Alice in a loud whisper 
to return. Alice, however, notwithstanding her fears, 
was now too curious and too interested to listen. 
She had disobeyed, and she must take the conse- 
quences ; and, since she had ventured so &u*, she was 
resolved to take one peep round the comer, although 
with a very faint hope of finding what she wanted. 
Heedless, therefore, of Madeline's words she moved 
a few steps, and then saw to her disappointment that 
a door, apparently closed, prevented any further 
advance. The bonbon, too, vms gone— or, at least, 
it was beyond her reach ; for, on stooping down, she 
saw it safely resting far underneath a very heavy 
ebony cabinet, which it would have been impossible 
for any single person to move. Alice waa so far 
satisfied that she was nearly sure no one would 
notice it : but, now she was there, would it not be 
worth while just to push aside the door and see what 
was to be discovered within t Certainly it was a 
great temptation : the door stood ajar ; and, without 
delay, Alice put out her hand, and it was opened. 
There were the forbidden rooms — two, opening one 
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into the other ; large and high, and hung with crixn- 
son curtains ; and panelled by a dark oak wainscot. 
Thej were handsome and gloomy, like many in the 
other parts of the house, except that there were more 
pictures, and larger ones, against the walls than were 
to be seen elsewhere, and that, at the bottom of the 
inner room, there was a glass, reaching from th6 
ceiling to the floor. Chairs there were also, and 
tables, and a writing-desk, and books, and pens, and 
papers, and an inkstand, besides a heavy leathern 
arm-chair— pushed aside, as if some one had only 
just risen from it. And yet years had gone by since 
any one had sat in that chair, or used those pens, or 
opened those books. Since the day when Mr Hyde 
was seized with the illness which caused his death, 
not one of the articles which lay upon his table, or 
were used for the frlmishing of his room, had ever 
been displaced. Many, many changes had there 
been since in his native village; old houses were 
demolished, and new ones bmlt up; walls were 
raised, and gardens planted, and trees were cvit 
down and sold ; even in his own home there were 
alterations in the walks and shrubberies, and changes 
in the arrangements of the house, but still there 
remained the scattered papers, and the pen resting 
in the inkstand, and the old-&shioned easy chair, 
precisely in the position in which they had all been 
left on that fearful, sorrowing day, which had been 
the most miserable of Lady Catharine Hyde's exist- 
ence. Alice knew this, and she felt it ; even at that 
time, when she was so full of haste and alarm, she 
felt that there was something strange and awful in 
looking at things just as they had been used and left 
by one who was long since gone to the unseen world. 
A shuddering came over her, and, without attempt^ 
ing to move, she stood at the entrance, with her eyei 
fixed upon the large glass, which by reflection in* 
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creased the length of the apartments. The house 
was always quiet ; but now there was not the least 
sound, not even the ticking of a clock, to disturb the 
stillness of those solemn chambers, which seemed to 
belong, not to the living, but the dead. Alice was 
frightened; a thought, a horrible thought, entered 
her head. It had been the will of God that he who. 
had lived in those rooms should die almost suddenly. 
It might be His will that she should die also ; and, 
if it were, should she be ready to go ? Was she 
really honest, and true, and earnest ; trying to do 
everything she knew was right, and practising no 
deceit? Would God indeed receive her as His dhild, 
" a member of Christ, and an inheritor of the king- 
dom of Heaven f" or would He cast her away with 
those terrible words, " Depart from me into ever- 
lasting fire?" The questions take some moments to 
write, but only one to think ; and when Alice had 
thought, a wretched remembrance of all her naughty 
actions came across her, and in an agony of terror 
she turned away and ran back along the passage. 
The door at the end was nearly closed, and Alice 
softly called Madeline, but no Madeline answered. 
She peeped out, but no one was in the gallery ; only 
Lady Catharine's voice in the hall below was heard 
repeating her name angrily. Alice ran out, and at 
the same instant a door near her was opened, and 
Anne, the housemaid, Benson's cousin, met her. 
Alice blushed and trembled, and would willingly 
have passed, but she was stopped. 

^*' Miss Alice I out of that passage ! what will my 
mistress say?" 

Alice's face became white with fear. " Anne — 
pray — ^you won't — ^you can't tell," she exclaimed; 
" I only went to look for *' 

"Alice — ^Alice — where is Miss Lennox?" asked 
Lady Catharine from below 
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" Hark ! I must go — ^it would be so cruel— Anne, 
pray — pray," and poor Alice caught hold of the 
girl's hand entreatingly. 

" Well ! there, we'll see — ^I can't tell — don't pinch 
80, Miss Alice." 

Lady Catharine's step was heard ascending the 
staircase, and Alice felt as if she should have fallen 
to the ground. She looked so ill that Anne saw it 
would not do to trifle with her, and, hastily whisper- 
ing " Don't look so, Miss Alice, pray don't look so — 
nobody will tell," she left her. 

Alice did not stay a moment longer, but, summon- 
ing all her courage, she ran down stairs, and met 
Lady Catharine just as she reached the first landing- 
place. "Did you want me? I thought I heard 
some one calling me ? " she said, in as iree and open 
a manner as she could put on. 

Lady Catharine looked exceedingly displeased. 
" Yes, Alice," she said, " I did want you, but it is 
too late now : Mrs Clifford and Madeline are gone : 
strange behaviour, indeed, it is to leave your young 
companion by herself, and not to take the trouble to 
come and wish her good bye." 

" It was only for a minute," replied Alice ; " and 
I did not know she was going so soon." 

"Madeline Clifford is very good-natured," con- 
tinued Lady Catharine, " and she tried to make the 
best of it ; but I could see from her way of talking 
that she was vexed ; and you look strange too ; I 
am afraid you have been quarrelling." 

"Oh, no, no!" exclaimed Alice, "indeed we 
have not ; I like Madeline — ^I like to play with hei 
very much." 

" Then you must be careful in your behaviour ; 
Mrs Clifford will never allow her little girls to come 
here to be neglected. What have you here ? " and 
Lady Catharine put her hand upon the bonbons, 
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which Alice still held in her firock: this was the 
climax of Alice's alarm, for she had forgotten them 
till then. She paused, and looked con^sed, and 
many thoughts rushed instantly to her mind ; and the 
next moment she said in a clear firm voice, " They 
are Madeline's ; we have been playing with them." 

" Oh," was all Lady Catharine's reply ; " then I 
shall keep them, and return them to her the first 
opportunity ; and I shaU tell her that for the future 
she must not bring such things here : I do not 
approve of your eating them," 

Alice silently delivered up the bonbons, and Lady 
Catharine told her to go to the school-room and finish 
her lessons, as she wished to take her with her into 
the villafi'e in the evening. Alice obeyed, and for 
the first moment with a ^Ueved mind; but imme- 
diately afterwards a dark cloud of miserable feelings 
overpowered her. She had escaped a present danger, 
but at what a price! she had told a lie; firmly, 
openly, without any hesitation; she had spoken 
words which were utterly false. A deadly sin, per- 
haps the greatest a child can commit, was on her 
conscience, and how . could she know a moment's 
happiness ? And was it likely that she could remain 
without being found out ? Madeline would surely 
speak the truth at once ; and even if Lady Catharine 
were to forgive the grievous fiiult, which she would 
then discover, there still remained the lost bonbon 
behind the ebony cabinet, which at any instant might 
be the means of betraying her act of disobedience in 
entering the forbidden rooms; or, what was still 
more possible, the house-maid might take it into her 
head to tell upon her, and so be the means of her 
losing Lady Catharine's favour for ever. Alice had 
many faults, but she had also by nature a warm 
heart, and it was this idea more than any other which 
made her utterly wretched* 
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CHAPTER X. 

Can it be supposed that Madeline was happy when 
she returned home, and met Ruth's bright smiling 
face, and heard her declare that she had been longing 
for her to come back ; that she wanted of all things 
to know all they had been saying and doing ; and to 
hear if Alice had asked after her, or seemed sorry that 
she was not there I Madeline, for almost the first 
time in her life, was unwilHng to stay with Ruth ; 
she did not like to see her — ^indeed she did not like 
to see any one. It was very true that she had done 
nothing so wrong as Alice, but her fault, her folly, 
in wishing for the sashes was at the beginning of the 
mischief, and the belief that she was the only person 
who was aware of Alice's disobedience made her feel 
uneasy. If Alice were discovered, she might be 
blamed also; and oh! how heartily did Madeline 
now repent having indulged that first seemingly Httle 
sin, a taste for the vanity of dress. 

Madeline's unhappiness, however, though it was 
noticed, was not thought strange by her papa and 
mamma, especially when, the next day, a letter 
arrived from Mrs Beresford, accepting the invitation 
to Laneton; and another from Mrs Garter, saying 
that she was very willing to take charge of the two 
children, and that at the end of September she ex- 
pected to have two vacancies in her school, which 
would enable her to receive them. Ruth and her 
sister were not positively told that it was fixed for 
them to go, but it was considered almost as a certainty ; 
and neither Mr nor Mrs Clifford felt surprised that 
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they should both at times look grave at the prospect 
of soon leaving their home. Mr Clifibrd did not 
allow this idea to interfere with their usual way of 
going on ; they were still kept to their lessons, and' 
required to attend to their regular duties, for he knew 
that it could neither be for their improvement nor 
their happiness to have their minds unsettled ; and 
this, perhaps, was rather a comfort to Madeline. It 
occupied her; and she had not so much time for 
wondering how Alice was engaged, or whether her 
disobedience had been found out ; and though some- 
thing was constantly happening to recall to her 
thoughts what had been done, yet she was less uneasy 
than she would have been if she had had nothing to 
divert her mind. Madeline was growing used to the 
feeling of having something to hide ; it was dreadful 
to her at first, but by degrees it grew less and less 
painful : and it is the way with us all ; but it is not 
because we do not see our &,ults, or think about 
them, that we are reaUy good in the eyes of God ; 
rather we ought to be very much frightened at our- 
selves when we find that we are becoming accustomed 
to doing wrong. Occasionally, however, Madeline's 
conscience seemed to wake up, as it were, and reproach 
her ; but this was not, as might have been expected, 
when she knelt down at night, and in the morning, to 
say her prayers : for persons soon become accustomed 
lo repeating the most solemn words without any 
thought of what they mean : neither was it when she 
read over a list of questions which her mamma had 
drawn out to help her to remember what she had been 
doing, and whether she had been careless, or deceit- 
ful, or cross, or inattentive at her prayers and Scrip- 
ture reading, or otherwise sinful. Madeline, as yet, 
did not know the real use of this habit of what is 
called self-examination — ^how necessary it is for every 
one, who would live so as to please God — she read 
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the questions over, as a matter of course ; and some- 
times one or two things would suggest themselves, 
but she did not in general try very much to remem- 
ber, and now there was something which she would 
rather have forgotten. 

The occasions when Madeline did feel that she had 
been behaving ill, were when her papa was talking 
to her. Mr Clifford's manner was so earnest and 
reverent, and yet so affectionate, that it was impos- 
sible for any one to listen to him without paying 
attention ; and Madeline loved her papa dearly ; and 
when she reflected that if he knew what she had done 
he would be vexed and unhappy, she was vexed and 
unhappy herself. This feeling was increased to the 
utmost one afternoon when she had been for a walk 
with Ruth and her papa. On their return Mr Clifford 
proposed that instead of going at once to the Par- 
sonage, they should turn down the lane which led to 
the sea-side, and rest a little while on a ledge of low 
rocks, which always afforded a dry seat. It was not 
quite high tide, but the waves were stealing in nearer 
and nearer, rippling gently over the sand, and spark- 
ling as they caught the rays of the evening sun, which 
was sinking low in the western sky, and casting a 
long line of golden light across the smooth waters of 
the bay. There was something soft and soothing in 
the stillness and beauty of the scene, and the hour ; 
something which Madeline and Ruth felt, though 
they did not speak of it. They became more silent, 
and their steps were slower; and instead of wan- 
dering away to look for sea-weed, or gather pebbles, 
they stayed contentedly by Mr Clifford's side, wait- 
ing till he should choose to speak ; but they waited 
for a long, or at least what seemed to them a long time. 
Mr Clifford's eyes were fixed upon the far distant 
line, which, indeed, could scarcely be distinguished, 
where the deep colours of the sea melted away into 
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the paler tint of the sky, and he seemed to be in deep 
meditation. Perhaps he was thinking upon the 
awMness of that glorious work of God, the broad, 
deep ocean ; so broad that millions and millions of 
human beings might find space to travel over its 
surface togeSier; and so vast and deep, that they 
might all in an instant sink beneath it and perish, 
and yet not a single mark remain to tell where they 
had died : or he might have been considering the im- 
mensity of the sky which was above him and around 
him ; how it was formed by the same Being who 
made the little insects which we tread under our 
feet, and how that Almighty Gk»d, the Lord and 
Creator of all things, had in His wonderful mercy 
given up His blessedness and His power, and con- 
descended to live in this sinful world, and die in 
agony and shame for the sinners who had rebelled 
against Him. Some such thoughts were certainly 
in Mr Clifford's mind, for they were there constantly; 
he had learnt to remember Grod everywhere ; and all 
the beautiM things which he saw in nature brought 
with them some idea of religion, in the same way as 
the presents given us by friends teach us to recollect, 
and love, and feel grateM to them. Yet Mr Clifford's 
look was different frt)m usual ; he had a sense of 
something painful which was going to happen ; and 
when, after his long silence, he turned to speak to 
his children, his voice was not really cheerful, though 
he tried to make it so. " A few more weeks," he 
said, " and then you will probably have very different 
things to look at, Buth : how do you think you shall 
like all the gay carriages, and horses, and the fine 
shops, and the crowds of people, and the noise and 
bustle of London 1 " 

'< I shall be glad to see it all," said Euth, in a timid 
voice, as if unwilling for her papa to suppose tiiat she was 
looking forward to any pleasure in going from home. 
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That is right, my dear child," he replied, 
" always speak the truth. You don't dislike the 
notion of going to school as much as you did, do you?" 

" No, papa, not the going to school ; but the going 
away from you I do, just as much." 

" School will not be at all unpleasant to you, if 
you make a point of doing all that you are told and 
being quite sincere in every thing you say," replied 
Mr Clifford. 

" Mamma says Mrs Carter is very kind, and is 
not fond of making rules," said Madeline. 

" No, and so you ought to be the more particular. 
But do you know, Madeline, my fear for you both 
is, not that you will do great naughty things, but 
little ones." 

" Oh, papa, why ? " exclaimed the children to- 
gether ; " it can't signify half as much." 

" Perhaps not ; but 1 think you are tolerably safe 
from some great sins, — ^lying and stealing, for instance ; 
but I do not think you are at all safe from what are 
thought little ones, — ^indolence, and pettishness, and 
carelessness, and equivocation ; and shall I say pride, 
Buth, or is that one of the greater offences!" Eutli 
blushed. 

" But if we never do any thing more than these 
little things, we shall be pretty good," said Madeline. 

" Pretty good will not do," replied Mr Clifford ; 
" we are never told in the Bible to be pretty good, 
but very good ; perfect, even as our Father which is 
in heaven is perfect." 

" And will God be angry with us just the same as 
if we did tell lies and steal?" asked Ruth, gravely. 

" Yes, Euth, if you do not try to grow better : 
you know, in cases of illness, people die from colds 
and seemingly trifling complaints, as often, or oftener, 
than from dreadftil accidents, or the plague, or horrible 
fevers ; and so we may all die an eternal death, I 
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mean we may all be punished everlastingly, not 
because we have apparently any thing very shocking 
the matter with our souls, but because we have a 
great many little things wliich prove that we have 
no love to God in our hearts." 

Madeline considered for an instant, and then said, 
" Carelessness does not seem to be very naughty." 

" Few of our faults seem to be very naughty," 
answered Mr Clifford, " and that is the danger. I 
dare say Cain's fault in being envious of his brother, 
because he had more of God's favour than himself, 
did not seem very naughty, — ^it was only something 
in his mind ; but if envy was the beginning of his 
sin, murder was the end." 

" Oh ! but, papa," exclaimed Ruth, " it would be 
quite impossible for us to be like Cain." 

'^ Indeed, Ruth ! I cannot see it. It is not im- 
possible for us to be any thing that is wicked, if we 
do not try, by the help of God's grace, to keep our- 
selves in that state of salvation in which we were 
placed at our baptism." 

" I don't understand about a state of salvation," 
said Madeline, quickly ; " I never do when we say it 
in the catechism." 

Mr Clifford did not reply immediately ; he seemed 
to be occupied in watching a boat which was just 
putting off from the shore. Old Roger was in it, and 
one of his grandsons ; and after a slight exertion it 
was pushed into the deep water, and the two men, 
with then- oars skimming the waves, were swiftly 
borne away over the sea. " It looks smooth and 
pleasant," observed Mr Clifford, as his eye followed 
the boat till it dwindled almost to a speck ; " but I 
am afraid there is a storm coming up : do you see 
that black cloud in the west ? " The children looked 
in the direction in which their papa pointed, and, 
though not experienced in the signs of the weather, 
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fiaw at once that a change was to be expected. '' I 
am always rather in alarm when old Roger goes out," 
said Mr Clifford, '' he is so helpless ; and William 
is a mere child in point of strength, especially since 
he had that bad fever." 

^^ But the boat is such a beautiful one, papa," 
said Ruth, " quite new ; I heard Roger say yester- 
day, that it would take a great deal to upset it." 

" Yes, that is very true," replied Mr Clifford ; 
*' and, whatever storms may arise, as long as he can 
keep in the boat, he will be safe ; but a little care- 
lessness, or the violence of some unexpected gust, may 
put him in fearful danger. There is one thing, how- 
ever, which would make me trust Roger more than 
any other fisherman on this coast, — ^he is always on 
the look out. Mr Clifford stopped to see whether 
his children at all understood what he meant by 
speaking in this way. Madeline was amusing her- 
self with some pebbles which she held in her lap, 
and did not appear to notice that her father had left 
off talking; but Ruth looked at him, and said, ^< Papa; 
are you really thinking much about old Roger ?* 

Mr Clifford smiled. " Why should you doubt it, 
Ruth I I am thinking a little about him ; but, per- 
haps, I am thinking more about you and Madeline.". 

^^ About us, papa ? " exclaimed Madeline; '^nothing 
can come to hurt us." 

^^Is it, indeed, so?" asked Mr Clifford, in a 
grave tone; "what should you say to Roger, if he 
laughed at the notion of guarding against a storm, 
because he is now safe in his boat ? would you not 
call him foolish and presumptuous, and warn him, 
that his not being in danger at this moment is no 
reason why he may not be so in the next?" 

"Is that like us, and our doing wrong?" said 
Ruth. 

" Yes," replied Mr Clifford, and his fiwe brightened 
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with pleasure; ^just now, Madeline said that 8h« 
could not understand about a state of salvaticm, but 
now, perhaps, she will be able to do it. If a storm 
were to c(»ne on, Roger D^son would not be safe, 
because he is on the sea ; his boat might be upset, 
and he might be drowned ; but as long as he could 
keep in the boat, he would be in a state of salvation, 
that is, a state in which, if he were to continue, he 
would be saved. Now there are other dangers much 
more terrible, of which the stormy sea is a type or 
figure, and through which every one who is bom 
into the world has to pass, before he can reach 
heaven. These dangers, as you well know, arise 
from our own evil inclinations, and the temptations 
of the devil ; and in order that we may be enabled 
to escape them, God, in his great mercy, has placed 
us all in a state of salvation. How has he done 
this?" 

" By letting us be baptized," replied Ruth. 

" Exactly so : when we were baptized, we were 
taken into what is called in the prayer-bo<^, the 
Ark of Chrisf s Church." 

^^ like Noah," said Madeline, eager to show that 
she understood something of what was said. 

" Yes, like Noah," replied her papa : " we were 
not, indeed, taken away from our friends — ^there 
was no change in our homes; what was done fer 
us, was done in our hearts by the gift of God's Holy 
Spirit. But outwardly there are some great advan- 
tages granted to all persons who are baptized. Those 
who are not cannot, for instance, be admitted to the 
Holy Communion, and cannot, therefore, receive the 
especial blessings which God gives us through that 
sacred rite. The i^rinkHng with water at the font ; 
t^ signing with the cross ; the being brought up to 
go to church and join in public worship ; and the 
being taught to read the Bible and learn the cate- 
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ehism; and then being confirmed and al^wed to 
iieceire the Holy Gommnnion, are outward marks of 
our having been taken into the Ark of Chrisfs 
Church, and so being in a state of salvation." 

^^ Then I am sure we are in a state of salvation, 
papa," exclaimed Madeline, ^because we go to 
church every Sunday, and we can say the catechism 
all through." 

"Except the duty towards your neighbour," 
observed Ruth ; " you can't say that, Madehne." 

" No, all but that, it is so long ; but I can say it 
a great deal better than I did." 

" And we shall be confirmed when we are old 
enough, papa," added Ruth. 

" Yes, I hope so, my dear : and yet you may do 
all this, — ^you may say your catechism, and repeat 
your prayers, and read the Bible; and you may 
even grow up to be confirmed, and to receive the 
Holy Communion, and still, in the sight of Grod, not 
be in a state of salvation, — ^the inward mark may be 
wanting." 

" We ought to be good, too," said Euth. 

" Yes, good in your hearts, — in all your thoughts, 
and w<»:ds, and deeds, — ^trying earnestly, and praying 
constantly, for the help of God's Holy Spirit : if you 
do this, all the privileges of religion will be an un<- 
speakable good to you ; but if you do not, they will 
only make you worse, because you will be hypocrites." 

" Hypocrites are grown-up people, are ^ey nott" 
inquired Madeline. 

" Very often they are ; but Kttle children can be 
hypocrites too; when ihey know they have been 
doing naughty things, and kneel down to say their 
prayers witliout being sorry, or when they say they 
are sorry, and don't try to behave better,-^then they 
are hypocrites. Or when ihej do what they know 
will please their £dends whilst tliey are with themf 
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and disobey them when they are out of sight,— then 
they are hypocrites. There are a great, great many 
ways in which children can be hypocrites." 

" I should be very sorry to be a hjrpocrite,'* said 
Ruth. 

"Not so sorry as I should be to see you one, 
Ruth. I mean, really one, — agoing on constantly in 
deceit, and yet pretending to be good." J£ Mr 
Clifford had looked at Madeline as he spoke, he 
would have seen her countenance change, and her 
hands tremble as she tried to lift some pebbles 
which lay in her lap. The thought that she was a 
hjrpocrite was very dreadftil ; but what had her 
papa said? He had told them, that those were 
reaUy hypocrites who went on deceiving, while 
they pretended to be good ; and she had gone on 
for days, and even weeks, keeping what she was 
afraid to show even to Ruth, encouraging Alice in 
deceit, and, at the same time, saying her prayers 
every night and morning, and reading the Bible, 
and listening to all her papa and mamma said very 
attentively, rather more so, indeed, than usual. It 
seemed extremely like hypocrisy; but that was 
such a dreadM word, surely it could scarcely be 
meant for her. There was a question which she 
very much wished to ask, but she did not dare, 
for she could not lift up her eyes. Ruth, however, 
put it for her : — *^ Are hypocrites in a state of sal- 
vation, then, papa?" she said. 

"We cannot decide about any persons whils* 
they are living," replied her father ; ^* so long as they 
are members of the Church, they certainly are not 
cast out of the state of salvation in the sight of 
men, but in the eye of Grod we know they may be. 
The condition of a wicked person is, in our sight, as 
if Roger's boat were to be tossed about till it was all 
but ups0t ; you would be very much frightened for 
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bim ; but he would not be without any hope of 
safety." 

^' I should not like to see him so nearly idling 
into the water at all," said Ruth, 

" No, and neither should we like to see the danger 
we are in ourselves when we persist in doing wrong. 
It is very, very fearful ; for death, we know, may be 
really as near to us, as it would appear to be to 
Roger, if he were struggling in the stormy sea, and 
a wave were just about to pass over him. And if 
we die before we have obtained God's forgiveness, 
for the merits of our blessed Saviour, our punish- 
ment will be more awful than we can possibly bear 
to think of." Madeline felt more frightened than 
ever ; she moved a little further from her papa that 
he might not observe her. " The reason I talk to you 
in this way," continued Mr Clifford, " is not because 
I am afraid you are very wicked now, but because I 
am afraid lest you should become so. Tou are 
watched over carefully here, and have not much 
opportunity of doing wrong, but it will be different 
at school." 

"It would take a long time to make us very 
wicked, papa," said Ruth. 

"No, Ruth, indeed it is not so; whilst we are 
heartily trying to do God's will, we may trust that 
the Holy Spirit will be given us to keep us from 
harm ; but the moment we leave off trying, we have 
no reason any longer to hope that God wiU help 
us ; and when we are left to ourselves, we shall most 
certainly go on doing worse and worse. It is the first 
sin which we have to dread ; the first unkind word, 
or vain thought, or deceitM action, which, like the 
whistling of the wind, tells us that a storm is near. 
If we do not guard agamst this, it will end by up- 
setting our boat and plunging us into the sea ; or, 
in other words, by casting us out of that state of 
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salvation in which the mercy of God placed us at 
our baptism. — ^And now, Madeline," continued Mx 
jCliff<»:d, " you have been saying very little ; but can 
you imderstand better than you did what is meant 
by a state of salvation ? " 

Madeline answered in a low voice, "Yes;" and 
her papa, thinking she felt shy, drew her towards 
him, and kissing her, said * ^' I should like to hear 
you say that answer in the catechism, which mentions 
our being in a state of salvation, and then we must 
think of going home. We have been talking of the 
storm, and I really think it is coming. The question 
is: 'Dost thou not think that thou art bound to 
believe and to do as they (that is, your godfathers and 
godmothers) have promised for thee?' What is the 
answer?" Poor Madeline had naver before found 
it so hard to speak. Twice she began, and then 
stopped and stanmiered. Mr Clifford smiled kindly, 
and said : " Is it quite gone out of your head ? Sup- 
pose you help her, Ruth." 

But Madeline did not choose to be helped, and 
this time as she began, the words came more easily, 
and she went on without hesitation. " ' Yes, verily : 
and by God's help so I will. And I heartily thank 
our Heavenly Father, that he hath called me to 
this state of salvation, through Jesus Christ our 
Saviour. And I pray unto God to give me his 
grace, that I may continue in the same unto my 
life's end.' " 

Mr Clifford rose from his seat when Madeline 
finished speaking, and as he turned to look once 
more for the fisherman's boat, which was still seen 
as a speck in the distance, he said: "Yes, there 
is nothing but prayer for G^d's help, which can 
keep us safe from the storms of the sea, or the 
storms of sin. You will find it thus as you grow 
oldoTi though now, I dare say, you often wondet 
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why 80 much is mid about the duty of praying con- 
stantly." 

Madeline murmured something in reply, but very 
indistinctly. " We never forget our prayers, papa,** 
said Ruth. 

" No, my love, I trust not, indeed ; but prayers, if 
they are not said carefully and earnestly, are but a 
mockery." 

^' Can people ever be so good as not to think of 
other things at all, when they are saying their 
prayers t" asked Kuth. 

** No," replied her papa ; " I do not think they 
can. The devil puts thoughts into the minds of even 
the best persons, but they are very sorry for it, and 
do not attend to them ; and when we are afraid that 
Grod will not hear us because we do not pray rightly, 
we must remember that we end all our petitions in 
the name of our blessed Saviour. If we endeavour 
to keep our thoughts from wandering, Grod for His 
sake will accept us." 

" I should like to be very good," said Ruth, " very 
good indeed I mean, like the holy persons, the saints, 
whom mamma reads to us about sometimes." 

Mr Clifford smiled, and then he stopped and 
looked at Madeline. ^^ And you, Madeline," he said, 
" should you not like to be very good too f " 

Madeline was by this time extremely unhappy. 
Her papa's serious manner had made her sensilde 
how infinitely important it was to be good ; a truth 
which when she was away frx>m him she was often 
inclined to forget. She was conscious that she had 
been wrong not only in taking the sashes, and giving 
Alice the bonbons, when she knew that Lady Ca- 
tharine would not like it, but also in a great many 
other instances; and whilst her voice filtered and 
the tears fell down her cheeks, she said : '^ I never 
shall be veiy good, if I try ever so hard." 
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- Mr Clifford did not seem pained or surprised at 
this speech : he took no notice of it then, for the 
storm which he had been fearing was now coming 
nearer ; some heavy drops of rain were falling, and 
the muttered roll of thunder was heard from the 
black clouds which were gathering over the sea 
When they reached home, however, he made Made- 
line go with him into his study, and taking her upon 
his ^ee, he began to talk so kindly, that Madeline's 
distress increased. Mr Clifford entreated her to be 
comforted, and to tell him what made her so un 
happy, but her sobs prevented her from answering. 
At length he said, ^' If it is any thing wrong which 
you have done, my dear child, it will be fisur better 
and happier to say it at once." 

Madeline's tears suddenly ceased, a deep flush 
spread itself over her neck and forehead, and hiding 
her hce upon her father's shoulder, she exclaimed, 
" It was very wrong in me, I know, papa, now— 
but it did not seem much then." Mr Clifford per- 
ceived that some confession was at hand, but he did 
not like to press her, and Madeline continued in the 
same hurried manner : ^' Mamma lets us wear sashes 
sometimes, and I thought she would not care, and 

Alice liked the bonbons, so I gave ^" but before 

Madeline could finish her sentence, a knock was 
heard at the door, and Ruth begged to know if she 
might come in. 

'' Here is a note for you, papa, just sent from the 
Manor ; Lady Catharine's servant is waiting for an 
answer." 

Madeline had no sooner heard the word Manor, 
than her thoughts turned to Alice. " Oh ! papa,'* 
she exclaimed in great agitation, ^' pray don't let 
Lady Catharine be angry. Alice did not mean any 
harm, it was my fault — ^indeed it was : I gave her 
the bonbons ; please beg her not to be angry." 
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<^ I cannot understand all this, Madeline," replied 
Mr CMbrd : " Lady Catharine begs me to go to her 
instantly, so I must know in few words what you 
have been doing." 

Notwithstanding the grave and decided tone in 
which her papa spoke, Madeline was relieved at 
having at length an occasion for freeing her con- 
science. She began at the first visit which they had 
paid to the Manor, and gave a history of all that had 
passed ; ending with, ^' I would rather a great deal 
be pimished than Alice." 

Mr Clifford was silent for a moment when Made- 
line finished speaking, and then he said, '^ I cannot 
talk to you upon this subject now, Madeline ; pro- 
bably I shall not be very long at the Manor, but I 
shall tell your mamma that you must stay here till I 
return ;" and he left the room. Madeline was panic-^ 
struck ; she had never seen him seriously angry 
before. Yet it was not exactly anger ; his voice was 
quiet and gentle, but it was plain that he thought the 
affair of consequence. 

When the door was closed the two children looked 
at each other in fear, and Ruth exclaimed, " Oh ! 
Madeline, how could you do it f " 

" I don't know — ^I can't tell," sobbed Madeline ; 
" it did not seem very naughty." 

" I said you had better not," continued Ruth, 
proud of h6r own superior judgment ; " I said 
mamma would not like it, and you know she is 
sorry for your caring to be drest out. And then to 
keep it so quiet, — not to mention a word I not to me! 
it was so very unkind." 

" I thought you would tell, and I meant to show 
them by-and-by, — and — ^but it would not have signi- 
fi^ if Alice had not gone into the room,— do you 
think Lady Catharine knows that 1 " 

" I dare say she does," replied Ruth ; " and that 
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she will be horridly angry, and send Alice away. I 
heard nurse talking ti^e other day about her, and 
she declared that she always kept her word; and 
that when she said she would do a thing, she always 
did it. Only think, Madeline ! all because of the 
bonbons: how could you do it?" Madeline could 
only reply by tears ; and then Ruth for the first time 
began to see that her pride and self-conceit had 
made her behave, it might almost be called, cruelly. 
Instead of comforting Madeline, she had added every 
thing which could increase her distress. Ruth was 
naturally very warm-hearted, and loved her sister 
most dearly ; and now, as she stood by her, and saw 
her grief^ she began to feel great sorrow and self- 
reproach. Madehne was generally so full of happi- 
ness, it seemed something quite new and strange to 
hear her sob as if her heart would break. Ruth 
kissed her, and called her ^^ dear Madeline," and 
wished that their mamma would come to them ; but 
when she offered to go and fetch her, Madeline held 
her fast, and protested that she would rather not see 
her, she would be so very much displeased ; besides, 
she was gone out. 

" She must be in by this time," said Ruth : " look, 
how black it is ; the storm is coming." 

Madeline, however did not raise her eyes; but 
when a distant rumbling sound was heard, she caught 
Ruth's hand and held it tight. ^' Papa thought it 
would come ! " she exclaimed : " it frightens me so." 

" Think of old Roger," said Ruth 2 " it does not 
matter to us." 

" Yes ; but I don't like it : do you think it will 
be very bad?" 

" I don't know ; it looks very black, very black 
indeed. There 1 I saw the lightning, didn't you ?" 

Madeline shook with terror ; she had always had 
a great fear of thunder and lightning, and her papa 
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and mamma had often tried to overcome it, but 
without success. Madeline felt, what was quite 
true, that the dazzling flash and the loud peal were 
yery awful ; and she did not consider that she was 
equally under the protection of God when the sky 
was lowering, as when it was bright without a cloud. 
At that moment it was especi^y fearful, for her 
mind was not at ease. All trials become worse to 
us when we are not at peace with ourselves, and 
happy in the consciousness of striving to serve God ; 
and as Madeline cast her eye upon the window, and 
saw the heavy cloud hanging before it, and the next 
instant watched the sharp vivid light rush forth 
across the sky, and heard the crash of the thunder, 
she became speechless in alarm. Ruth was nearly 
as fidghtened; she had never seen such a storm 
before. " I will call mamma," she said, in a very low 
voice, when the peal died away. Madeline caught 
her dress as she was about to go ; but Ruth escaped 
into the passage. She ran along it quickly ; looked 
into the dining-room, and found that no one was there ; 
knocked at the drawing-room, and received no answer; 
and was just going up the stairs, when she heard some 
one exclaim: "How dreadful! what, both lost!" 

" Not both ; only the old one," was the answer : 
" the boat went to pieces at once." 

Kuth stopped, for she remembered the fisherman 
and his son; and, forgetting Madeline, she called 
loudly to the housemaid to come to her. Almost at 
the same instant she appeared, very pale, and with 
an eager manner, evidently showing that there was 
something of consequence to repeat. " Only think, 
Miss Kuth !" she began ; " such a storm ! and your 
poor papa and mamma both out ! and that terrible 
upset ! the boat went all to pieces." 

" Whose boat? papa and mamma were not in it, 
were they?" excMmed Ruth in her agitation. 
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'' No, Miss ! not they ; but the poor old man ! 
Isn't it dreadful!" 

Martha seemed quite awe-struck by the shock, 
and scarcely less so by the thunder, the sound of 
which was indeed alarming, rolling heavily along, 
and then bursting, as it seemed, immediately over 
the house in repeated claps. Martha caught hold of 
the balustrade, and shook from head to foot; but 
Kuth only remained the more still, as she generally 
did when she was feeling very much. " "Was it 
Roger's boat?" she said, at length. 

Martha replied by a sigh ; and then, recovering 
herself, she began to describe the circumstances of 
the accident : how the storm had come on, and, in 
consequence, Roger and his grandson had given up 
their fishing expedition, and tried to reach the shore ; 
and how the people had been watching them, until, 
as they were nearing the land, the lightning struck 
the boat and shivered it to atoms. 

" But if they were so close," said Ruth, " they 
could not be drowned." 

" Ah ! but 'twas the old man. Miss Ruth," replied 
the servant : " he couldn't swim, do you see ; but 
young William did, so he got to shore ; but poor old 
Roger's gone, quite gone ; they picked up las body, 
but there wasn't a bit of Hfe left in it." 

Whilst Martha spoke, the tears gathered in Ruth's 
eyes. She had never before heard of the sudden 
death of any person whom she had actually known ; 
and the thought that the man whom she had beheld 
so short a time before full of health and strength, 
notwithstanding his age, was now taken from the 
world, completely bewildered her. Ruth had never 
seen a person dead; she could not imagine what 
death could be like ; and she longed for her mamma, 
and entreated Martha to try and find her, fancying 
that the merely being with her would be some pro- 
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tection. Martha said that Mrs Clifford was out, and 
begged her not to take on, for it could do no good to 
the poor old man : but Ruth did not think much of 
this comfort; and finding that there was not any 
hope of her mamma's return, she took hold of Martha's 
hand, and begged her to go with her to the study ; 
for it thundered so, that she did not like to go alone, 
and she wanted to tell Madeline about poor old Eoger. 
Martha consented, saying, at the same time, that the 
place she wanted to go to was the cellar : she had 
heard that was the best place in a thunder-storm. 
Ruth seized upon any notion of what she was told 
might be safety; and, running back to the study, 
she opened the door, and called Madeline, intending 
that she should go with her. When she looked 
round, however, to her great surprise Madeline was 
not there. She walked to the window and called 
again ; and went down the passage which led to the 
kitchen, and inquired there ; but no one knew any 
thing of Madeline, except that the cook had heard 
her sobbing in the study, and the gardener ^Eincied 
he had seen her running down the green walk. This 
every one declared was not at all likely : and, after 
a hasty search, the servants began to be alarmed, 
and were thinking of sending for Mr Clifford, when 
a loud knocking and a well-known voice announced 
their master's return. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

That stormy evjening wa^ an impcnrtant one to other 
persons besides Madeline Clifford. It was now a 
week since Alice had entered the forHdden rooms ; 
and the days had passed, in appearance, exactly as 
before. Aiice had risen at her ordinary hour — ^half- 
past six ; she had dressed, and learnt her lessons, and 
then gone in to prayers, and break£sisted with Lady 
Catharine, and spent the remainder of her time in 
reading, writing, working, and walking, just as usual. 
Yet the week was in reality very ui:dtike any other 
week which AMce had ever spent; — ^much longer, 
and more unha^^y ; and all who know what it is to 
have something on their minds which they are afraid 
may be found out, will understand how this was. 
Alice had not only to keep her own secret, but to 
persuade Anne, the housemaid, to keep it too ; and 
this was rather a difficult task. Anne was a young 
girl, thoughtless and selfish ; and in about a fortnight's 
time she was intending to leave the Manor, and go to 
another situation. It did not signify to her, therefore, 
what happened to Alice ; and she took a malicious 
kind of pleasure in teasing her, by threatening to 
tell Lady Catharine. Whenever they met in the 
gallery, Anne would shake her head, and point to 
the door, and say: " Ah, Miss Alice! you know!" 
and then poor Alice would entreat her not to tell, and 
promise to give her any thing she wished, and to 
be kind to her all her life, if she would only declare 
that she would never say any thing about it. Anne 
never did promise, really ; all she said was : " Well. 
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well see ; I won't tell to-day ; but then, you know, 
I must have just a little something for being so kind." 
This was a signal for Alice to go to the play-drawer, 
and briBg out some one of her prettrtiiings,-^ 
housewife, or a pincushion, or a little box, — and offer 
it to Anne as a bribe ; though knowing all the time 
that if she made Anne angry the promise would be 
broken, and Lady Catharine would be told all. A 
bought promise is never to be depended on ; and even 
when Ajine was the most kind in her manner, Alice 
knew that she was deceitful in her heart. She soon 
began to feel a great dislike to her soft words ; and 
Msursham's rough sincerity was, in comparison, quite 
agreeable. Once during the week she had seen 
Benson for a few minutes at the garden gate, and 
she had then some thought of confessing to her ; but 
Alice had sense enough to know that a person who 
will deceive in any one instance is not to be trusted 
in others ; and, much as she liked Benson, she was 
not at all certain that her secret would be safe with 
her. Yet Benson was very kind; she kissed her, 
brought her some sugar-plums, and promised to make 
her a beautiM new pincushion ; and when she went 
away, her parting words were : " I will be sure to 
come and see you again, and we won't care any thing 
about Lady Catharine." Alice, however, did care 
for Lady Catharine, even with her stem features and 
her cold manner, for she knew that she was true, and 
that Benson was not ; and the slightest smile from 
the one was really of more value to her than all the 
sugared words of the other, whom she could not in 
her heart respect. Each day was to Alice a day of 
anxiety. Sometimes she thought that Anne would 
tell ; liien, that by some means or other Lady Ca- 
liiarine would find the lost bonbon in the passage, 
and inquire how it came there ; or else, that when 
the rest wore returned, and Idjs^eline was oi^ered 
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not to bring any more sweet things to the Manor, she 
might say something which might betray what had 
been done; though for her own sake, to conceal 
about the sashes, Alice trusted that she would not 
speak of the exchange. J£ Lady Catharine mentioned 
Mrs Clifford's name, Alice's colour went and came 
as though she were ill ; if a walk into the village 
Iras proposed, she was in dread lest they should 
meet some one from the Parsonage ; and if any thing 
was said about the two children*s coming for another 
day's amusement, Alice did not dare express much 
wish to see them ; she felt that she could be safe no 
where. Perpetually she wondered whether Lady 
Catharine had sent back the bonbons ; and, if she 
had not, when she intended to do it ; but the fact 
"Vf as, that what to her was of great consequence, was 
a mere trifle to Lady Catharine. The bonbons had 
been put aside, with the intention of their being re- 
turned the next time Mrs Clifford came ; for having 
many engagements that week. Lady Catharine had 
not considered it worth while to write a note. But 
perhaps the most painful thing of all to Alice's feelr 
ings was Lady Catharine's increasing kindness. She 
was growing more accustomed to a child's habits ; 
and, being naturally considerate, she was learning 
how to give Alice pleasure in many little ways which 
at first she would not have thought of. Alice really 
was improving ; she answered her Scripture questions 
much more readily; she wrote her exercises more 
carefully ; and she was beginning to work to Mar- 
sham's satisfaction. The pleasure which this gave 
to Lady Catharine, could only be imderstood by per- 
sons who observed the difference between her present 
manner, and what it had been before, ever since her 
husband's death. There was now some one again 
to love and care for ; and Lady Catharine's affection 
for Aiice was becoming the great charm of her.life. 
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Even the villagers noticed the change ; and declared 
that my lady was quite another creature since she 
had taken little Miss Lennox to go about with her. 
She seemed to care for all children now, and really 
would pat them, and speak to them, instead of scold- 
ing them as she used to do ; and the first-class girls 
in the school actually looked forward with pleasure 
instead of dread to the fortnight's examination ; for 
Lady Catharine made allowances for them when they 
were wrong, and praised them when they were right ; 
whereas before, she had expected them to be perfect, 
and if they were, scarcely seemed to think they de- 
served to be rewarded. Alas ! that children should 
by their own misconduct throw away the love and 
the attention which God has given to be the greatest 
blessings of their lives ! 

It was the same day on which the conversation 
had passed between Mr Clifford and his little girls, 
held on the sea-shore. Alice had been more alone 
than usual, for Marsham was gone to ^ee her mother, 
who was ill, and lived at a considerable distance from 
Laneton, and Lady Catharine had kept very much 
to her own room. She was thinking particidarly of 
her husband ; for at that same season, fifteen years 
before, she had been first married ; the first a^yal 
at the Manor was fresh in her memory ; she recol- 
lected his affectionate words, and his anxious endea- 
vour to make her happy, and how she had looked 
forward to a long life of enjoyment ; and now ten 
years had gone by since he had been laid in his quiet 
grave, and she had been left a widow indeed, and 
desolate. Ejieeling in her chamber alone. Lady 
Catharine recalled all the circumstances of her great 
loss, and the blessings which had still followed her 
in life ; and as she repeated them one by one, — the 
opportunities for pubHc and private prayers, God's 
holy word and sacraments, His minister to be her 
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£<iend, her health, and strength, and rank, and for- 
tune, — ^tears of thankfuLiess mingled with her sor- 
row ; and when at last the name of Alice Lennox 
passed her lips, she prayed eamestlj, most earnestly, 
that it might please her Heavenly Father still to 
preserve to her this one great blessing, which had 
made the last few months happier than she had dared 
to hope her earthly life might ever be again. The 
prayer was ended, and Lady Catharine rose ; and 
going to her bureau, took out a packet of letters, 
which she had received from her husband in the 
early period of their married life : they made her very 
melancholy, yet the satisfaction which she felt in 
reading them induced her to occupy herself with them 
much longer than she had at first intended. Some- 
thing was said in one of them about a roll of old 
papers which contained some interesting anecdotes 
of Mr Hyde's family. Lady Catharine well remem- 
bered having been engaged at the time when she 
received this letter, so that she could not look for 
the papers; and afterwards various circumstances 
prevented her from thinking much about them: 
now a strong desire seized her to find them; and 
taking the keys belonging to her husband's rooms, 
she determmed upon searching for them; for a 
long time, however, she looked in vain ; neither in 
the desk, nor the writing tables, neither in the 
drawers, nor the cabinets, were any such papers to 
be seen. As a last hope, she determined upon 
examining the bureau in the entrance passage, 
though she believed it to be empty ; and so, indeed, 
it proved : but just as Lady Catharine was moving 
away in disappointment, she discovered a little edge 
of paper between the bureau and the wall ; and on 
trying to draw it out, she found that it was part of a 
large packet, which had slipped down, and could not 
be taken up without danger of tearing it. Lady 
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Catharine's dislike to allowing her husband's apart- 
ments to be entered made her doubt, at first, whether 
she would call any one to move the cabinet ; but a« 
it was probable that this roll of paper was the very 
one for which she was looking, she at length sum- 
moned the men servants, and the bureau was with 
some difficulty moved from its place. The papers 
fell to the ground; and as the butler stooped to 
gather them up, he picked up, also, the lost bonbon : 
it was put into Lady Catharine's hand, but she 
scarcely looked at it ; the papers were all that she, 
at the moment, cared for; and finding that they 
proved to be the same for which she had been seek- 
ing, she carried them to her room: as she placed 
them on the table, however, the bonbon caught her 
eye : she supposed that it must have been a stray 
one from those which she had put away ; but no : 
she was certain the butler had given it to her with 
the papers : he had found it behind the bureau — and 
how did it come there? Alice! was it possible? 
could Alice really have been so disobedient, so for- 
getful of all the Hndness which had been shown her, 
as to break the only command upon which Lady 
Catharine had strongly insisted ? But the bonbons 
were Madeline Cliflford's ; Alice had said so ; and 
Lady Catharine felt relieved, for her mind was im- 
movably fixed to keep to her determination ; and if 
Alice proved deceitful to send her from the Manor. 
When Lady Catharine made the resolution, she had 
not known how hard it would be to keep it : she had 
cared but little for Alice, except for her mother's 
sake, but now the thought of parting from her was 
cause of the deepest sorrow ; and yet she did not for 
an instant think of changing her mind. "What she 
had once settled upon, she was certain, as far as any 
human being can be certain, to carry into effect. 
The papers were put away as things of no conse- 
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quence ; the bell was rung, and Alice was summoned 
to Lady Catharine's presence. The message was 
taken by the housemaid ; and when she delivered it 
she added, with a laugh, — " There is something in 
store for you, Miss Alice, I'll be bound : my lady 
looks as black as thunder." 

Alice's face became deadly pale. " Oh, Anne ! " 
she exclaimed, " you have not told ? " 

" No, no. Miss Alice, never fear me, — I'm quite 
safe ; but my lady has found out something, that's 
certain." 

" How ! she can't — ^it is impossible. Madeline 
never would tell, and no one else knows," said Alice, 
feeling at the same time very distrustful. 

" If she has," continued Anne, " you've nothing 
to do but to face it out ; it will be only her word 
against yours." 

Alice looked excessively shocked. " How wicked ! 
how dreadful I " she exclaimed : " Anne, how very 
naughty of you to think of such a thing ! and I 
should get Madeline into such disgrace." 

"Well, that's as you think," continued Anne; 
"but there couldn't be much disgrace for little 
Miss Clifford, because she wasn't told like you, and 
her papa and mamma never scold her a bit ; they 
arn't at all like my lady : but there's the bell again : 
you must go." 

"And you won't tell, — you are sure you won't 
tell ; you will be a good, kind Anne," said Alice, 
hesitating. 

" Trust me ; but if I were you, I should get out 
of it somehow, and Miss Madeline's so good-natured 
she won't care what you say." 

" Don't you really think it would signify ? but it 
would be very wrong ;" and Alice held the handle 
of the door, unwilling to open it. 

" As to its signifying, I am sure it won't ; but it's 
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no good staying here to think." This AKce herself 
knew quite well ; and, making a sudden effort, she 
ran out of the room. Her knock at Lady Catha- 
rine's door was not very loud, and tlie voice which 
bade her come in did not tend to make her less 
frightened. 

Lady Catharine was seated with her head leaning 
upon one hand, whilst the other held the lost bon- 
bon. She looked pale, and there was a dark colour 
round her eyes, and a pressure of her lips, which 
told that her mind was unusually disturbed. Alice 
stood before her without daring to speak, and Lady 
Catharine looked at her as if she would have dis- 
covered the truth from her countenance. There 
was a pause of some instants, and then Lady 
Catharine, without any preparation, placed the bon- 
bon before Alice, and said, " I have found this ; — 
tell me where." 

Alice raised her eyes, which she had fixed upon 
the ground. She looked first at the bonbon, then 
at Lady Catharine ; her only hope of escape was in 
evasion : " The bonbons were Madeline Clifford's," 
she said, rejoicing at having avoided an actual 
falsehood. 

"I know it," continued Lady Catharine, in the 
same voice ; " my question was not to whom it 
belonged, but where it was found." 

" It must have dropped in the passage," replied 
Alice, summoning courage to reply more boldly 

"And in what passage? Where were you 
playing ? " 

" In the gallery, by the window-seat." 

Lady Catharine thought a little, and then went 
on : " Was the door into the east room open at the 
time?" 

" Yes — ^no— no— yes ; I can't remember," stam- 
mered Alice, for she could not perceive at the instant 
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whetlier it would be better for her to tell the tinith 
or not. 

"You can't remember? — then you have no 
idea how this bonbon was lost imder the large 
bureau?" 

Alice quailed under Lady Catharine's eye, but a 
second time she evaded the question: "Madeline 
was playing with them," she said. 

" And Madeline went into the passage," continued 
Lady Catharine, in a softened tone; "was it so, 
Alice ^ do not be afraid to teU me." 

But Alice was afraid. Even after her first false- 
hood, in saying that the bonbons were Madeline's, 
she scrupled to be guilty of a second. Lady Catharine 
rose, and drawing up her stately figure to its full 
height, she folded her hands, and waited patiently 
for an answer. Alice's heart beat so that she could 
hear it ; she tried to say something, but it was 
impossible ; tiU at length, burstmg into tears, she 
exclaimed, " Indeed I cannot tell." 

Lady Catharine made no attempt to stop her tears, 
but again repeated the question; "Was it so?" 
Still Alice only cried ; and Lady Catharine, con- 
vinced by her distress of the truth of her suspicions, 
said, in a faint yet bitter voice, " Alice, it was my 
only command, and you have disobeyed it." 

" No, no ! " exclaimed Alice, urged at length by 
fear, to do what under different circumstances she 
would have shrunk from, " it was not me, — ^Made- 
line had them." 

"Are you sure — quite sure? remember Alice, 
there is nothing so dreadful as falsehood!" But 
Alice had committed the sin, and there was now 
but little difficulty in persisting in it. With a firmer 
voice than before she repeated her assertion, adding, 
that she hoped Lady Catharine would not be angry 
with Madeline. Lady Catharine, however, was very 
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distimstful ; it did not seem natural that Alice should 
feel so much, if she had done nothing wrong, and she 
determined to sift the matter to the bottom. She 
placed herself at her writing-desk, and wrote a few 
lines to Mr Clifford, begging him to come to her 
instantly; and then saying, "The truth must be 
discovered by some means, Alice," she went out of 
the room ; the door was locked on the outside, and 
Alice was left to her own thoughts. And they were 
far from agreeable. The first step in sin, the indul- 
gence of an idle wish, had led her into the untruth, 
which she had told on the previous week, and now 
it was dragging her on in many others ; she had 
wilfully departed from the safe path, — ^who could 
tell where she might now be led ? She cried bitterly, 
and from the bottom of her heart wished that she had 
never been tempted to do wrong. But Alice's sorrow 
was not the true christian sorrow, which God accepts 
for the sake of Jesus Christ. It did not lead her to 
confess her faults, and submit without murmuring to 
whatever punishment might be inflicted upon her, — 
rather, it made her the more determined to conceal 
what she had done, at any risk. She felt certain 
that no one would be very angry with Madeline, and 
she did not know what might be the consequences to 
hersel£ This at least was the way in which she ar- 
gued ; for, being really good-natured, she would not 
willingly have done any thing which could have 
brought Janother person into difl&culty. 

The minutes seemed long before any one came to 
interrupt her ; and the clouds, which were gathering 
thickly over the sky, made the hour appear later 
than it really was. Alice began to be afraid lest 
Lady Catharine intended to lock her up for the 
night Presently she heard footsteps along the 
passage, — slow, heavy ones, — '•not at all like Lady 
Catharine's ; then there were voices, but she could 
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not discover what was said ; and immediatelj a^r- 
wards the key turned in the door, and Lady Catha- 
rine entered, followed by Mr Cliflford. Alice thought 
she must .have sunk upon the floor : of all persons, 
the one whom she most dreaded to see, the one in 
whose presence she felt the greatest awe, was Mr 
Clifford. 

" We are come to hear your story again, Alice," 
said Lady Catharine, advancing towards her ; " repeat 
to Mr Clifford what you have said to me." Alice 
could remember nothing ; her head seemed turning 
round, and her mind was con^sed. "Perhaps," 
said Mr Clifford, kindly, yet very gravely, " Lady 
Catharine will allow me to ask one or two ques- 
tions myself. You know, Alice, I must be 
anxious and sorry, when I think that Madeline has 
been doing wrong;" — ^Alice was comforted by Mr 
Clifford's manner, for he did not appear to suspect 
her of untruth. "Was it the last time Madeline 
was here that she brought the bonbons?" continued 
Mr Clifford. 

Alice answered, " Yes." 

" And you had never seen them before I" 

" No, never." Alice answered at random, for she 
had no time for thought. 

" And you did not take any yourself? are you not 
fond of them?" 

" Yes, — a little, — sometimes ; I don't much care.' 

" But what was the reason of your not taking 
them?" 

" I don't know : Lady Catharine does not like me 
to have them." 

As Alice said this, a smile of pleasure stole over 
Lady Catharine's face, but Mr Clifford looked graver 
than before : " And as Madeline was playing with 
the bonbons, one rolled into the passage, and she 
went in to fetch it — was that it?" Alice made no 
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answer. " Or," continued Mr Clifford, in a tone so 
very quiet, and yet so severe, that Alice trembled, 
^' was it that Madeline and you had made an agree- 
ment to exchange the bonbons for some ribbons? 
that the bonbons were yours, not hers? that you 
took them, though you knew Lady Catharine would 
be displeased? that it was you who were playing 
with them, and that it was you who went after 
them?" There was a dead silence. The muscles 
in Lady Catharine's throat were working with 
agitation, and she passed her hand across her eyes 
to brush away a tear. Mr Clifford's countenance 
was perfectly still, but his eyes were fixed upon 
Alice. "Your ladyship must be the judge," he 
said at length, turning to Lady Catharine ; " I have 
already heard some of this story before from Made- 
line : her version is very different from Alice's, and 
I have never yet discovered her in telling an untruth." 

" Madeline is cross, — she is unkind, — very unkind," 
exclaimed Alice ; " I never do such things to her." 

" Hush ! Alice," and Lady Catharine held up her 
finger to enforce her words, " we will have no com- 
plaints. One of you is wrong, worse than wrong, — 
wicked. God knows, though we do not." 

" I will bring Madeline here, if you wish it," said 
Mr Clifford, perceiving that Lady Catharine was 
not inclined to believe in Alice's guilt; "perhaps 
when they are together it will be easier to discover 
the true state of the case." 

"I would rather — " Lady Catharine paused, 
doubting whether Mr Clifford would like the offer. 
" I should judge, I think, better, — ^if you did not 
care, — ^if I were to go to her." 

Mr Clifford looked rather surprised, but Lady 
Catharine's evident distress was not to be reasoned 
against. It was no light matter to her, if Alice 
should prove guilty. " I am afraid the storm will be 
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increasing," said Mr Clifford; but Lady Catharine 
was in no mood to think of or care for storms. She 
would not delay, — ^she would not even hear of the 
carriage being ordered, — ^but after one look at Alice 
of sorrow, yet of deep affection, she went to prepare 
for her waUs to the Parsonage, and in a few minutes 
Alice was again left alone. This time she was ft'ee. 
No doors were locked ; she might wander wherever 
she chose ; but where could she go, and what could 
she do ? who could help her in her difl&culty ? who 
could recall her sinfiil words I That which has been 
done cannot be undone : we may repent, and God 
may forgive, but when we have once committed an 
evil deed, or spoken an evU word, or thought an evil 
thought, it must remain recorded in the awful book 
of remembrance, to be a witness against us on the 
day when we stand before the judgment-seat of the 
Almighty to answer for our lives upon earth. Alice 
Lennox could never again be as she had been before. 
She had " let her mouth speak wickedness, and with 
her tongue she had set forth deceit ; " and now, to 
save herself fi-om punishment, she was about to " sit 
and speak " against her fiiend — ^to slander her play- 
fellow and companion. When Alice wished for the 
bonbons, how little did she imagine into what guilt 
she should be led I But she was not then sensible of 
her grievous fault ; she considered only the chance 
of escape ft-om punishment ; for her heart had become 
more hardened, and even Lady Catharine's look of 
sadness had made no impression upon her. Still less 
was she inclined to have compassion upon Madeline, 
or to consider the distress it would occasion her to 
have her word doubted ; it was not a moment for 
thinking upon any one but herself. She hid her 
&ce against the wall, whilst a crowd of confused 
thoughts passed through her mind. Presently, there 
was a slight noise at the door, and some one touched 
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the handle, but Alice did not look up ; it was then 
softly turned, and two persons stole very gently into 
the room. " This is my lady's own room," said the 
one who came in first. 

" Ah ! very beautiful ! to be sure — ^but, dear me!** 
and at Benson's voice, Alice started up, and almost 
screamed. 

" Miss Alice ! La ! but I thought you were out 
with my lady," exclaimed Anne ; " and the storm, 
did you ever hear any thing like it 1 she won't be 
back for this hour, that's certain.** 

The presence of Benson, and the assurance of 
Lady Catharine's absence, gave a little comfort to 
Alice's spirit ; but it was soon gone. She had not 
time to ask how Benson came there, or why she had 
ventured into the house, before Anne poured forth 
a torrent of questions, " what had been the matter ? 
why was she left alone ? what had she been crying 
for t had my lady been very angry ? did she know 

about ," and Anne shook her head, and pointed 

to the passage. Alice had no heart to answer : she 
felt as iSf Anne had led her into mischief by suggesting 
the second falsehood which she had told, and she 
only longed for her to be gone. But Anne was not 
inclined to go, and neither was Benson. They stood 
by her and petted her, and said a great many foolish 
and wrong things about Lady Catharine's cruelty 
and whims, till at length Alice began to think that 
perhaps after all she had been treated hardly, and 
then, in her turn, she recounted all that had taken 
place. 

" Well, to be sure," exclaimed Benson, when she 
had finished ; " 'twas fortunate enough that I chanced 
to come this evening. To think of your being left 
all alone, and treated so bad ; and I never should 
have found out a word about it, if it hadn't been for 
Marsham's mother being ill, and she away, and cook 
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gone out for an hour ; and so, you see, we had the 
coast clear all to ourselves, and I thought if I could 
just keep out of mj lady's sight, I might manage to 
see you, my pretty dear, and the house too. But 
'tis a real blessing that my lady's gone, and the 
thunder will be positive to hold her where she is. 
So, now cheer up, Miss Alice, and tell us what we 
can do." 

" I can tell what's to be done," exclaimed Anne ; 
" there is no one knows better than me how to get 
out of a harl. If I just keep the same story as Miss 
Alice, there'll be two to one ; and who's to go against 
us then?" 

Alice could not feel thankful : she felt her selfish- 
ness, yet she could not bring herself to put a stop at 
once to such a plan. " Ah ! yes, that's just right, 
any thing to serve a friend," said Benson ; " nobody 
knows, and nobody will tell, and 'twill all do very 
well ; though I can't, for the life of me, think why 
you should care for the notion of being sent to school. 
K'twasn't just for me, you'd be buried alive like 
here." 

" It's not about school altogether," said Alice, 
" but Lady Catharine looks so ." 

" Well, so she does ! she looks as if she could cut 
one's head off; not a bit like your poor dear mamma, 
she was an angel ; but there, we won't talk of her," 
continued Benson, seeing that Alice's eyes were 
dimmed with tears. Alice, however, was not crying 
for the reason which Benson imagined ; it was not 
so much the remembrance of Lady Catharine harsh- 
ness, or her mamma's affection, which had touched 
her heart, as the thought of her own wickedness, and 
the difference between her past conduct and the 
advice which had frequently been given her. She 
felt, in truth, that if her mamma could know all she 
had been doing, her sorrow would be very great 
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and the conviction crossed her mind that none cotdd 
enter the state of happiness, in which she believed 
her mamma now to be, except those who lived a life 
of holiness ; and it was the last prayer she had heard 
from her mother's lips, that Grod would grant her the 
unspeakable blessing of meeting her child again, 
when the trial of her life should be over. Benson 
was sorry that she had said any thing to make Alice 
more unhappy, and now again began to cheer her by 
assuring her that Anne would be her friend, and that 
two to one against Miss Madeline would be sure to 
beat. Anne also repeated the same thing, but she 
was tired of trying to give comfort ; and as the time 
was passing on, she begged Benson to go with her 
over the other rooms, that she might see them before 
Lady Catharine came back. Benson consented, and 
was leaving the room, when a sudden fancy struck 
Anne, and she stopped: "To be sure!" she ex- 
claimed ; " I never thought of it ; there couldn't be 
a better opportunity ; just the very thing : I say, 
IMiss Alice, my dear, where does Marsham keep the 
key ? you know what I mean : " and Anne nodded 
and winked. 

" I don't know. What key do you mean ? Mar- 
sham has a great many," said Alice. 

" Aye, but the key of the rooms : they are shut 
up to-day; they always are when Marsham isn't here, 
and I should so like cousin Benson to see them." 

" That's a good notion," exclaimed Benson ; " it 
would just pass away the time, and keep me from 
thinking about the thunder. What a storm there 
is ! I declare if it doesn't turn my heart upside down." 

" But, Anne, indeed you must not. Lady Ca- 
tharine will be excessively angry," said Alice. Anne 
laughed. 

** As for that, she's had plenty of causes to be 
angry before now. What a goose, to think I should 
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have lived so long in the house, and up early and 
late, and never done more than peep in at that door 
when half the times it was open : no, no, if my lady 
wants to keep it all quiet, she had better lock it up, 
and keep the key herself. So now tell me. Miss Alice, 
dear, where's the key. TU be bound you know." 

Alice again protested, and Anne looked impatient 
and threatening : at that instant a vivid flash of light- 
ning illuminated the room, followed instantly by a 
roll of thunder. 

" It's quite dangerous, I declare," exclamed Ben- 
son, turning pale ; " they say it's always worse when 
the thunder comes so soon." 

" It's setting in this way," said Anne ; " if we 
were wise, and went to the other side, there wouldn't 
be a bit of fear. Come, Miss Alice, come ; it won't 
do to stop here." 

" But Lady Catharine" — ^began Alice. 

" Nonsense ! Lady Catharine ! What should I 
care for her I I'm going away." 

" But I can't, indeed I can't," continued Alice. 

" Then I can't, indeed I can't," repeated Anne, 
contemptuously. " If you can't for me, I can't for 
you, and what's to be done then?" 

Here Benson stepped forward, and began to entreat 
in more gentle terms : " She was sure her own dear 
Alice would be good-natured; it was such a little 
thing, and they had done so much for her, and Anne 
would be certain to keep her own counsel, and never 
to tell tales upon her." 

" Ah, yes !" said Anne, angrily; " and if I don't 
keep my own counsel now, I know who'll come 
badly off." 

" But what shall I do ? I can't be left, — I can't 
stay here," replied Alice, as she gazed at the lower- 
ing sky, and hid her face when the lightning broke 
through the gloom. 
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" No, that you can't," said Anne ; " at least if 
you do, I'm sure I shall not ; 'tis a storm not fit for 
a dog to look at, and I'm going." She moved to the 
door, but no one followed. 

" Come, there's a dear," said Benson, coaxingly, 
taking Alice's hand. " My lady will be back when 
it leaves off, and I never shall have such an oppor- 
tunity again. You know Anne says we shsJl be 
quite safe there, — and what's the harm of going into 
a room I It's only my lady's whim." 

" But you won't leave me," cried Alice, im- 
ploringly. 

" No, certainly not ; you come too ; the more 
the merrier," said Anne ; who, notwithstanding her 
boasting, had always had a superstitious dread of the 
shut-up rooms. " We can be out the moment it 
begins to clear," she continued ; " my lady need 
never know a bit about it; and when she comes 
home, I'll say anything you like, and get you out of 
your scrape, and then you'll be quite happy." 

" Besides," persisted Benson, " it isn't any thing for 
you ; you've been in once, so the mischief's done." 

Anne's sharp eye saw signs of yielding, for Alice 
gazed wistfully at the window ; but the storm still 
raged violently. To be left alone with the light- 
ning and the thunder — and alone with an evil 
conscience, seemed more terrible than any other 
punishment. 

" The key is in Marsham's room, isn't it?" said 
Anne. Alice nodded an assent. " "With the large 
bunch?" 

" No." Alice was so nervous that she could 
scarcely speak the word. 

" "Well ! where ? where ? — make haste," said 
Anne. 

" In the — ^in the — the left-hand drawer of the 
large chest." 
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Anne scarcely waited for the last word before 
slie was gone to fetch it ; and a minute afterwards 
she returned, holding it triumphantly in her hand. 
" Come along, come ; we've no time to lose." She 
led the way, and Benson and Alice followed. 
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CHAPTER XIL 

When Madeline Clifford was left by her sister, in 
the study, her inclination was to go after her. She 
was thoroughly frightened by the storm, and she 
had no power to reason ; and only the recollection 
of Mr Clifford's commands induced her to remain 
for an instant in the room alone. Madeline, how- 
ever, had never been suffered to disobey in the 
least particular ; and she had been made so unhappy 
by her late fault, that the dread of her father's dis- 
pleasure was at first greater even than her terror 
at the thunder and lightning. She stood at the 
door, and listened to Ruth's footsteps, and caught 
a few words of the conversation between her and 
Martha ; till at last, just as the loudest clap of all 
burst over head, she heard Martha's speech about 
the cellar, and in sudden alarm, forgetful of all her 
former anxiety to obey her papa's wishes, she ran 
towards it. The door opened not far from the study; 
and before Ruth entered the room to tell of the 
terrible accident which had befallen old Roger, Ma- 
deline was safe at the bottom of the cellar stairs, 
hiding herself amongst some wood and coals which 
were kept in a dark hole at the entrance. 

It was no wonder that Ruth was puzzled to know 
what was become of her. Few persons would have 
thought of looking for her in such a place; and 
there had been scarcely time to determine what was 
to be done, when Mr Clifford appeared, and Lady 
Catharine Hyde with him. The servants eagerly 
told their story, and Ruth stood by without speaks* 

VOL. I. L 
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ing ; but Mr Clifford was not a person easily to be 
frightened; he had no doubt that Madeline would 
soon be found, but he was distressed at her attempt- 
ing to conceal herself. It seemed to show that she 
was conscious of greater guilt than she had con- 
fessed ; and his heart sank as he thought that, ailter 
all, Alice might have spoken the truth, and his own 
child, whom he had entirely trusted, might have 
deceived him. " Leave it to me," he replied, calmly, 
when he had heard all that was to be said ; '^ no 
one need be alarmed : Madeline is far too great a 
coward to venture out of doors ; and if I call her, 
she will come directly." 

Lady Catharine seated herself in the arm-chair 
with a countenance of determined patience, and Mr 
Clifford began his search. For a Httle while it was 
unsuccessful, and he began to be slightly uneasy ; 
but the truth was soon guessed, when he observed 
that the door leading down the cellar stairs was 
open. He gently called Madeline ; but receiving no 
answer, he went down a few steps, and again repeated 
her name. A timid voice answered, "Papa!" and 
Madeline, with a very white face, but a dress covered 
with coal-dust, appeared. "It was the thunder, 
papa," she said, before Mr Clifford attempted to 
make any inquiries. 

" I hope it was, Madeline," was the reply ; " but 
I shall know more about this presently : Lady Ca- 
tharine Hyde is here." 

" Must I see her?" and Madeline looked very 
much dismayed ; " my frock is so dirty." 

" It must not be changed, though ; she is waiting 
to speak to you." 

Madeline could do nothing but obey; and Mr 
Clifford opened the study door, and ushered her 
into the awful presence of Lady Catharine Hyde. 
Madeline glanced around for Ruth as the only hope 
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of comfort ; but her father had signed to her to leave 
the room, and poor Ruth, feeling certain that some- 
thing dreadful was going to happen, ran off to watch 
from the drawing-room window for her mamma's 
return, which, as the storm was rather going oft\ 
would not, she thought, be long delayed. 

Lady Catharine Hyde had by nature a great dis- 
like to all mysteries, and never could consent to gain 
her object by any but the most direct means. She 
had no idea of questioning Madeline so as to find out 
the truth by degrees ; but, acting by her as she had 
done by Alice, she drew forth the bonbon from her 
reticule, and, holding it up, said : " This is yours ; I 
am come to return it to you." 

" No, it is not ; it was — it is not mine now," 
stammered Madeline : and the crimson colour spread 
itself over her face and neck. 

"No equivocation, Madeline," said Lady Catha- 
rine, in a reproachful tone, whilst Mr Clifford's 
countenance showed his distress ; " is it yours, or 
is it not?" 

" It is not mine," replied Madeline, growing bolder; 
" I gave it to Alice." 

Lady Catharine coughed drily. "You do not 
know, then, where it was lost ? " 

"Speak, Madeline!" said Mr CHfford; "teU at 
once all that you can." 

" I have told you, papa," replied Madeline, sob- 
bing: for she dreaded to be obliged to repeat the 
story again. 

" That will not do ; I must hear from your own 
lips," continued Lady Catharine. "I am afraid, 
very much afraid, that you have been a most wicked 
chHd." 

" I am very sorry," began Madeline, in a broken 
voice ; but her papa interrupted her : 

"True sorrow, Madeline, is shown in something 



^ 
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more than words. 1£ 700 have spoken an nntroth, 
and have laid blame on AHce which should have 
been yours, the least 70a can do is to own iL" 

<^Me! me, papa!" exclaimed Madeline, raising 
her head in amazement. 

"Yes, you!" continued Lady Catharine: "you 
were aware, as well as Alice, of my orders against 
any person's going into the east rooms at the Manor ; 
and you chose to disobey ; and then, when you had 
disobeyed, you tried to make your papa believe that 
it was Alice, and pretended to confess, as if you 
were unhappy about it. Oh, Madeline ! I could not 
have supposed a little girl would have been so 
wicked." Madeline looked at her papa, but said 
nothing. She was confounded by the accusation, 
and could not comprehend who had ventured to 
make it; and she expected him to undertake her 
defence. Having acknowledged the truth, she 
imagined, as a matter of course, that he would 
uphold her. "I was right, you see," said Lady 
Catharine, turning to ]y& Clifford. "When the 
£%cts are put before her, she has no excuse to make. 
I am grieved, very grieved for you." 

" But," exclaimed Madeline, recovering from her 
first surprise, and speaking in great agitation, "it 
was not me ! it was Alice : I said so ; papa knows 
it, and Ruth too ; I told them both. Alice went in, 
and I waited for her till mamma called: and the 
bonbons were not mine ; I gave them all to Alice for 
the green and white sashes." 

Lady Catharine coughed again. " I don't see how 
the truth is to be determined," she said. " It is only 
one child's word against another's ; and we are both 
naturally inclined to believe as we wish." 

" I own I am very much inclined in this case," 
said Mr Clifford, mildly. " Madeline ! you have 
never, that I know, told me a ^Isehood before ; but 
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your story is very different from Alice's. She says 
that the bonbons were yours, and that you lost this 
one, and went in after it." 

" Alice is , I don't love Alice, she tells lies !" 

exclaimed Madeline, in extreme indignation: "I 
don't want ever to play with her again." 

'^ Hush 1 hush !" said her papa, putting his hand 
upon her mouth : " whatever Alice may have done, 
you have been very naughty yourself. The giving 
the bonbons and taking the sashes was what you 
knew your mamma and Lady Catharine would 
disapprove ; and that was the beginning of all this 
mischief." 

" Yes," observed Lady Catharine ; " and a little 
girl who could do that, could do any thing." 

'<It was a mutual fiajolt," quietly observed Mr 
Clifford ; " they were both equally to blame." 

Lady Catharine was vexed. " I see, Mr Clifford," 
she said, rising proudly from her seat, " that your 
affection is too great for your judgment : perhaps I 
had better return, and leave you to consider the 
matter more at your leisure. For myself, I can put 
but little feith in the word of a child who has 
evidently shown herself confused and uncertain in 
ail that she has said, and who was so alarmed at my 
appearance that she ran away to hide herself." 

" No, it was not to hide ! it was the thunder ! I 
did not care a bit about yqp ; I only cared for the 
thunder!" exclaimed Madeline, vehemently; and, in 
her desire to prove her innocence, forgetting the awe 
which she had hitherto felt. 

" Possibly," said Lady Catharine, in a tone which 
showed that she did not believe it. " But what is 
to be done, Mr Clifford 1 — ^what would you advise t 
Shall I return, and leave you to examine your little 
girl alone, till you are as convinced as I am of tht 
true state of the case I" 
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" Your ladyship will pardon me, I hope," replied 
IVIr CliiFord, " I do not believe that any examination 
is likely to convince me ; and there is one thing you 
have forgotten, — ^Madeline says that she gave the 
bonbons in exchange for some sashes. These sashes 
she has now ; she can bring them to you if you like 
it. So far there is evidence that her word is true." 

"Yes, very probably it may be; but that does 
not alter the case. I care nothing about the bon- 
bons, they are not worth thinking of; all that I 
wish to know is, who went into the east rooms, and 
of that there is not the shadow of doubt." Lady 
Catharine spoke positively, as persons very often do, 
when, without being aware of it, they begin to 
waver. "My mind is relieved," she continued, 
ta,king up her reticule ; " I shall return much easier 
than I came ; the storm, I think, will soon be over, 
and Alice will be impatient." 

Mr Clifford felt very much annoyed ; he had never 
before seen so full an evidence of the strength of 
Lady Catharine's prejudices. " Excuse me," he said, 
"we cannot paii; in this way : your ladyship's mind 
may be relieved, but mine is not ; for my own hap- 
piness, and for the sake of my child, I must beg to 
go back with you to the Manor, and take Madeline 
with me ; when we have examined her with Alice, 
we shall be far better able to judge what is the truth. 
If you will allow me, { will speak a few words to 
Mrs Clifford, who, I think, must be returned, and 
then I shall be ready to attend you." 

Mr Clifford's manner was so decided, that even 
Lady Catharine was a little struck by it. He left 
the room, and Madeline remained alone with her. 
No word was spoken. Madeline pulled the strings 
of her bonnet, and Lady Catharine patted her um- 
brella on the floor, and coughed several times. The 
five minutes were the longest that Madeline had ever 
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Spent, — it seemed as if they never would end ; but 
thej did end at last. Mr Clifford returned, and 
Madeline was sent up stairs to put on a clean frock. 
In the passage she met her mamma and Ruth. Both 
looked at her very sadly, and Madeline saw that 
Ruth had been crying; and then her heart smote 
her, for all the trouble and anxiety she had caused. 
In her indignation at being falsely accused, she had 
forgotten that any blame could attach to her for her 
own faults. Ruth turned away ; but Mrs Clifford 
went with her to her room, took out her dress, and 
fastened it, but still did not speak ; and this silence 
touched Madeline's heart more than any words. If 
her mamma, who was always so gentle, and ready 
to excuse, and unwilling to believe that any one had 
done wrong, was thus altered in her manner, she was 
sure that the pain she had occasioned must be very 
great. Lady Catharine was standing by the door 
when Madeline re-entered the study, and Mr Clifford 
was by her side, his hat in his hand. Both were 
impatient to go, and the quarter of a mile between 
the Parsonage and the Manor was quickly passed. 
The storm was dying away. Dark masses of the 
thunder-clouds were heaped together, leaving glimpses 
of the blue sky, across which there flitted occasion- 
ally a light, fleecy, golden vapour, tinged by the 
orightness of the setting sun. Still, however, some 
remains of its fury were heard, in the heavy rumbling 
sound which murmured in the distance, — ^and at any 
other time Madeline might have felt timid at ventur- 
ing out of the house until it had entirely subsided, 
but all her thoughts were now engaged in anger 
against Alice, and dread of Lady Catharine. The 
house seemed even more than usually silent when 
they entered it; and Lady Catharine, wishing to 
speak a few words with Alice alone, begged Mr 
Clifford to stay in the drawing-room with Madeline^ 
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whilst she went up stairs. Her footsteps were scarcely 
heard as she passed along the open ^illery, treading 
the soft velvet carpet with which it was covered ; 
and with some curiosity to know how Alice had 
borne her absence, she noiselessly opened the door of 
her own apartment, — ^but it was empty. Lady Catha- 
rine was surprised, yet she did not suspect any thing 
amiss, and remembering that she had given no orders 
to Alice, she imagined that she would be found in the 
school-room. Again she was mistaken ; there were 
the lesson-books open on the table, and a work-box, 
and writing-desk, and a story-book, which Alice had 
been reading just before Lady Catharine sent for her, 
but she herself was not there. Lady Catharine called, 
" Alice," but her voice sounded hollow and lonely 
in the stillness of the house. A foreboding of evil 
came over her, she could scarcely tell why. There 
was nothing really unnatural in Alice's being away ; 
yet Lady Catharine again re|>eated her name hastily, 
looking round, at the same time, to see if she were 
near. She went into the passage, and stood by the 
window with the raised steps, the same at which 
Alice had played, and began to think where it was 
most probable to find her. Marsham's absence did 
not occur to her, and she supposed that Alice might 
be with her. Nothing was easier to ring the bell, 
and inquire. But no, that could not be ; Marsham 
was gone ; so she directly afterwards remembered. 
Yet she certainly thought that she had seen the 
entrance to the east rooms unclosed, and that 
never was the case unless Marsham was at home. 
Lady Catharine's foreboding of something wrong 
became painfully strong ; she moved a few steps for- 
ward ; the door was a-jar, the key was in the lock, 
and as she fixed her eye upon it, a miserable distrust 
of Alice crossed her mind. With a stealthy step she 
entered the passage, listened, and heard nothing. 
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She walked on, b.ut the desolate chambers looked 
lonely and deserted, even as they had ever been 
since the death of Mr Hyde. Yet, as Lady Catharine 
paused before the desk, on which lay an unfinished 
letter, the last her husband had commenced, and gave 
way for an instant to the affectionate regrets which 
the sight of all things connected with him never 
failed to produce, she heard, or fancied she heard, a 
muttering of voices in the adjoining apartment. A 
moment's attention convinced her that her suspicions 
were correct. Some one was there, certainly ; and 
Lady Catharine became motionless with indignation. 
It was her husband's study, a place which, of all 
others, she had wished to guard as sacred. Yet it 
was plain, from the sounds, that not only had some 
persons intruded into it, but that they were actually 
employed in opening the drawers, and examining the 
contents. Lady Catharine recognised a careless, 
vulgar laugh. It was Anne's; and she breathed 
more freely, hoping that Alice might not be there. 
But the hope soon vanished. " Pray take care," 
she heard in the well-known voice of the child she 
loved so well ; ^' Benson, do make Anne take care , 
indeed she will let it down." Lady Catharine stood 
riveted to the spot. There was, seemingly, a little 
contention as to who should gain possession of some 
disputed article. Quick, sharp words were heard, 
and the scuffling of footsteps; and, directly after- 
wards, a loud exclamation escaped from all, and with 
a crash the ornament, or whatever it might be, fell 
to the ground. Lady Catharine advanced to the 
doorway. Alice, Benson, and Anne, were on their 
knees, gathering up the fragments of a small, but 
rare and beautiful, china vase, — a vase which Lady 
Catharine had received as a present from Mr Hyde, 
and which had been put aside as too precious to be 
seen by common eyes. Alice was with her back to 
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file door, and Benson and Anne were too much 
alarmed at the accident to notice any thing but the 
oroken china. ^^ Here's a pretty mess ; what shall 
we do now f " exclaimed Benson, as she looked at the 
jagged pieces, and saw that there was no possibility 
of repairing the mischief. 

" You just go back to my lady's room, and keep 
her quiet, Miss Alice," said Anne, hurriedly. 

Alice rose, and remained standing in the middle 
of the room. She did not attempt to go, for she was 
overcome with alarm. There was a moment's silence, 
whilst Benson and Anne searched carefully for the 
smaUer fragments, and then a stem calm voice said, 
" Alice !" Alice started and screamed. Her eye 
glanced quickly round, and, as it caught the tall dark 
figure of Lady Catharine, she feU back into a chair 
almost fainting. Benson and Anne rushed to the 
door, but there were no means of escape. Lady 
Catharine gazed on them with a countenance and 
manner, before which even a man's spirit might have 
sunk. " You will leave my house," was all she said ; 
and Benson and her companion prepared mechani- 
cally to obey. Alice, every limb trembling with 
agitation, waited for the coming sentence ; but it was 
not given. For a few moments Lady Catharine stood 
with a fixed, upbraiding eye ; and when Alice moved 
her lips, and raised her hand, as if begging for pardon, 
she said, with a voice of perfect composure, " Alice, 
I need no words," and led her from the room. 
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CHAPTER Xm. 

Madeline Clifford returned to her home on that 
evening with very different feeUngs from those which 
she had experienced on leaving it : yet few would 
have envied her reflections. Lady Catharine had 
repaired to the drawing-room after receiving from 
Alice a full confession of her guilt, and had openly 
acknowledged Madeline's innocence. She gave 
scarcely any explanations beyond the fact that Alice 
had owned her falsehood; her agitation would not 
permit it ; but she allowed that she had been mis- 
taken, and with the meekness of a burdened heart 
she entreated ]VIr Clifford to forgive her for having 
done injustice to his child in suspecting her. Both 
Madeline and her papa were surprised, but it was 
not then the time to ask for information. Lady 
Catharine was evidently longing to be alone; and 
Mr Clifford, without venturing to express the sym- 
pathy he really felt, took his leave. Madeline walked 
by her father's side, silent and sorrowftil : she felt 
relieved that the accusation had been proved to be 
untrue; and her anger against Alice was greatly 
lessened in consequence ; but how much was there 
still to grieve over ! She had given her parents reason 
to distrust her ; she had deceived and equivocated ; 
and but for her Alice might never have been brought 
into such sad disgrace. Madeline was unhappy, yet 
she could never know all the pain she had caused. 

Lady Catharine sat in her lonely room, and her 
thoughts turned sadly to the future. The voice that 
had cheered, the smile that had delighted her, could 
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now awaken no feelings but those of regret. Alice 
had proved false, and her presence could only be 
painful. Silence and solitude must be her punish- 
ment now; and when the necessary arrangements 
could be made, she must be removed to another and 
a stricter care. Such was Lady Catharine's deter- 
mination ; and Alice, though she had not been told, 
had little doubt that it would be so. The few 
attempts which she had made to excuse herself dur- 
ing the short time which Lady Catharine remained 
with her had been instantly silenced; her tears 
and prayers had been unheeded ; and when the door 
of her chamber was closed and locked, Alice, in 
despair, threw herself on her bed and sobbed hyste- 
rically. The evening was rapidly closing in; the 
sun had set, and the bright lights which had tinged 
the clouds were fast &ding away. But Alice was 
too miserable to observe any thing ; and it was not 
until the dusk had spread itself over the earth, and a 
few faint stars twinkled through the cloudy sky, that 
she began to think of weariness, or conjecture whether 
she should see any one again that night. 

Two long hours passed by, still Alice was alone ; 
and this was no common suffering. Imprisonment 
was added to solitude; and imprisonment must in 
any case be a great trial. Yet there have been 
persons who have borne all the desolateness and 
privations of a dungeon itself, with peace, and even 
joy. We are told that Paul and Silas, who were 
amongst the first of those who were persecuted for 
their Saviour's sake, being " thrust into the inner 
prison," and having " their feet fast in the stocks ;" 
nevertheless, at midnight, " prayed and sang praises 
unto God." The prison was not like a prison to 
them ; it shut them out from the sight of their fellow- 
men, but it could not shut them out from God ; and 
to be with Him, to know that He was watching over 
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them, and ordering every event for good, was a com- 
fort which could make any aflliction to be endured 
with thankfuhiess. 

God is, in truth, equally near to us all ; but when 
we are conscious of having broken His laws, and 
sinned against Him, the thought of this awful fact 
can but add to our misery. To be alone with Him 
then, is to be in the presence of our Judge, *' who 
made the heavens by the breath of His mouth," and 
can in an instant " destroy both body and soul in 
hell ;" and until we have repented, and prayed for 
forgiveness, for the sake of our blessed Saviour, we 
can but feel terror at the knowledge that He is look- 
ing upon us. Alice Lennox did not think of prayer ; 
she was wretched, but her spirit was proud; and 
instead of repentance she felt anger. Lady Catharine 
seemed the most cruel of tyrants, her own lot the 
most miserable which any child could be called on 
to bear ; and when, as the clock struck nine, Marsham 
appeared with a candle, and an order that Miss 
Lennox should go to bed, Alice imdressed herself, 
quickly repeated her prayers, as a matter of form ; 
and lay down to sleep without any remembrance 
that she was at that moment under the wrath of God. 

When Madeline reached home she still thought 
much of Alice ; but Ruth, after she had heard what 
had passed, thought still more : for Madeline had 
her own troubles to occupy her mind ; there was 
something in the manner both of her papa and mamma 
which showed that they were dissatisfied with her. 

Mr Clifford took but little notice of what had 
occurred that evening, for Madeline looked pale, and 
complained of a bad headache ; he kissed her, though 
wdth a grave face, as she bade him good night, and 
said, — " You are tired, and unwell, I see, Madeline ; 
but I hope you will not hurry into bed too fast. 
There are many things for you ^ remember, and ask 
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God's forgiveness for, even though you have not been 
so wicked as to tell a falsehood." 

Madeline coloured, and the tears stood in her eyes * 
" Are you angry with me, dear papal" she said. 

" Anger, perhaps, is not the proper word, my 
dear child. I am grieved, not angry: your faults 
have been more against God than against me." 

^' But Madeline was not so bad as Alice," said 
Ruth, in a coaxing tone. 

" We must not compare, my love ; a little fault 
in a person who has been well taught is as bad as a 
great fault in a person who has had fewer advan- 
tages; and Madeline will not say that hers were 
little faults." 

Madeline burst into tears; she had not before 
believed that her papa thought thus seriously of her 
conduct. At that moment Mrs Clifford came into 
the room ; and being afraid that staying up longer 
might be bad for Madeline's health, she urged her 
going to bed immediately. Madeline would willingly 
have remained to hear all that her papa had to say ; 
but Mrs Clifford was anxious when she saw her 
looking so different from usual ; and after another 
injunction not to forget the many faults which she 
had committed, Madeline went to her room. Ruth, 
however, lingered behind. She felt pleased, notwith- 
standing her regret that Madeline should be in dis- 
grace. It seemed as if she had a greater claim than 
before to be petted ; and as she drew her stool to hei 
mamma's work-table, she said, — " You are not angry 
with me, and you will let me stay ?" 

" We are not angry with Madeline," replied Mrs 
Clifford. 

" No ; but you are not so — ^I mean — ^I think — ^it 
was not right in her to take those sashes." 

" Certainly it was not," said Mr Clifford. " I 
don't think you would have done it." 
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Ruth's countenance brightened. " Then you are 
pleased with me, papa?" but Mr Clifford did not 
appear pleased ; he waited before replying, and then 
said, — " It is your bed- time, Ruth ; nearly, at least. 
Suppose, instead of reading up stairs, you were to 
read to your mamma and me here ; there would just 
be time before I begin my writing." Ruth noticed 
her papa's manner, though she did not understand it: 
she brought her Bible, and inquired what she should 
read : "It shall be my favourite chapter, if your 
mamma likes it also," replied Mr Clifford ; " the 
thirteenth chapter of St Paul's first Epistle to the 
Corinthians." Ruth turned over the pages of her 
book, and began to read, but her thoughts were 
wandering : she spoke of the charity which " suffer- 
eth long, and is kind ;" which " envieth not," which 
"vaunteth not itself," which "is not puffed up," 
which "thinketh no evil," and "rejoiceth not in 
iniquity ;" but at that very time she was comparing 
herself with her sister, and feeling glad at the events 
which had shown how much better she could behave 
than Madeline. The chapter was finished, and Ruth 
laid down the book. Mr Clifford opened it again. 
" Yes," he said, repeating the last words ; " ' the 
greatest of these is charity.' Charity, or what, 
Ruth t What is the other meaning of the word ? " 

" Love, mamma says," replied Ruth. 

" Even so,^-charity, or love, which makes us full 
of kind thoughts, and prevents us from envying 
other persons, or thinking much of ourselves ; and 
which causes us to be sorry, instead of glad, when 
others do wrong. It would be very pleasant to have 
such a spirit of love or charity, don't you think it 
would?" 

" Yes, very ;" replied Ruth, in a timid voice, for 
she was beginning to see that her papa had some 
particular meanuig in what he said. 
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" And if we find that we have not such a spirit, 
that we are apt to think much of ourselves, and are 
pleased at finding fault with our companions, — ^that 
in ^t, we do vaunt or boast, and are pufied up, 
and rejoice instead of grieving at their iniquity or 
sin, we ought to be very much shocked ; and should 
at once humbly ask Grod to forgive us as well as 
them, and to give us a better mind. Is not this so, 
Euthf" 

Whilst Mr Clifford spoke, the colour in Euth's 
cheek had been gradually rising, and, by the time he 
ended, her face and neck were crimson. "You 
always know about me, papa;" she said, as Mr 
Clifford looked at her kindly, yet requiring an 
answer. 

"I know about you, because I know what is 
natural to all persons, and what you especially have 
in your disposition — a love of exalting yourself in 
comparison with others — ^but, my darling, you must 
learn very differently before you can hope to act as 
becomes a baptized child of God." 

" I did not know that I exalted myself," replied 
Ruth. 

" Most likely you did not. It is not the first time 
I have told you of a secret fault — ^but, Ruth, you 
shall answer me one question honestly: do you think 
that it would please you to be told that the notion of 
Madeline's having behaved ill was a mistake, that 
she had done just as well, perhaps better, than 
yourself?" 

" I — ^yes — ^I don't know — ^I should be very glad," 
stammered Ruth. 

" Honestly — quite honestly," repeated Mr Clifford; 
"from your heart, can you indeed say it?" Ruth 
was silent : " If you cannot," continued her papa ; 
" you may be certain the reason is because you like 
being put first, and made the most of." 
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*^1 should like Madeline to be good too^'' said 
Bath. 

" Yes, you would like it, if it did not interfere 
with yourself; but this is not the mind which God 
requires of us. It is not being humble like our 
Saviour ; He was grieved, not glad, that men were 
sinners." 

" But He was so good," said Ruth. 

" Yes ; our Lord was perfect, quite perfect ; but 
if we wish to live with Him, we must try to be like 
Him. Do you know the way to make yourself like 
Him?" 

" By praying to ffim," was the reply. 

" That is the first and best way ; but there are 
others which I should like you to remember. One 
is by thinking of Him." 

'' But I can't, papa," began Ruth, and then 
stopped. 

'' Yet," said Mr Clifford, " there was a promise 
made once that you should believe all that is told 
about our blessed Lord ; and if you do not think, it 
is impossible you should ever believe rightly." 

"No persons can make themselves think," per- 
sisted Ruth. 

" Not so, my love ; we all can, if we set about it 
in the proper way." 

" I don't know how, papa," said Ruth, in rather 
a mournful tone. 

" It is difficult, I know, but we can try to fix our 
attention ; and if we are taught to repeat words, we 
can endeavour to understand what they mean : this 
you will own, I am sure." 

Ruth said " Yes ;" but she did not appear to com- 
prehend at all more than before. 

" You remember, I dare say," continued Mr Clif- 
ford, " how I have sometimes talked to you about 
the Lord's Prayer, and told you that if you would 
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try to repeat it carefully, from your heart, you would 
in time learn to pray rightly. Now there is some-* 
thing else which we all say often, that would in the 
same manner teach us to think, if we would attend 
to it. What is. it that we repeat in church which 
contains a short account of all which we ought to 
believe?" 

" You mean the Creed, papa." 

" Yes ; and though it may seem very strange, I 
am quite sure that if we were frequently to say it, 
not as a lesson, but with thoughtfrdness, it would go 
a great way towards making us every day become 
better." 

" And especially humble," said Mrs Cliflford, as she 
looked up from her work, whilst a gentle, but rather 
melancholy smile passed over her £Eice. Euth became 
very grave. 

" Are you too sleepy to listen to a little story^ 
Euth I " said Mr Clifford 5 " perhaps I may be able 
to tell you one which will show you how it is possible 
to teach ourselves to think ; and if we do tiiat, we 
can never be proud." Euth's eyes brightened at the 
proposal, and in a moment every feeling of fatigue 
was forgotten. " It will be a story of two children," 
continued Mr Clifford ; " two little girls, like you 
and Madeline; but they were not blessed, as you 
are, with a happy home, for their mother was dead, 
and their £Either was living in a foreign land, and 
school was the only place to which they could be 
sent. Now these two little girls were alike in their 
hxies and their voices, as you may be, but they were 
very different in their hearts ; the elder one, Mary, 
was very fond of her papa, and when first he went 
away she wished to please him, and tried to think of 
him; but the younger one, Julia, cared only for 
herself and her playthings. A long, long time went 
by aflter the &&er had left them, and these little 
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girls, fi*om not having seen him, almost forgot what 
he was like, and they became so accustomed to 
school, that it was quite natural to them to be there ; 
it seemed their home. Their papa was not able to 
write to them often, and so, by degrees, even the 
good one, Mary, seldom thought of him. 3ut one 
day, when they were playing with their companions 
in the garden, they were told that a lady wished to 
speak to them, — a friend of their papa's, who was 
just come from India. Mary was glad, and ran into 
the house quickly ; but Julia stayed behind, for she 
enjoyed a game of play much better than the idea of 
seeing a stranger. The lady was kind and winning 
in her manner, and after she had kissed Mary several 
times, she said, that she had been wishing to see 
them for many weeks, ever since she came to Eng- 
land, because she had made a promise that she would 
do so, if possible ; and she was sure that they would 
be longing to hear every thing about their papa. 
Poor little Mary felt quite unhappy when she heard 
this, being conscious that she did not care half so 
much about it as she ought. She did not love her 
papa, as most children do, because she never thought 
about him. The lady went on talking, and con- 
stantly she said, * I am sure you must be delighted 
to hear of your papa ; he is so good and kind, and 
so fond of you, and it will be such a pleasure to 
you to go and live with him.' Mary did not know 
what to say, at first ; but after the lady had told her 
some stories about her papa, she began to feel that 
she knew him better, and asked a few questions, 
which the lady was very willing to answer. At last 
Mary became so interested, that she did not think at 
all how the time was passing on ; all that she cared 
for was, to be told something about her dear papa in 
India. Aft^r some time Julia came in, but she did 
not pay any attention to what was said, and soon 
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went back to her play. By and by the moment 
came for the lady to go away, and when she wished 
Mary good bye, she said, that this might probably be 
the last time she should ever see her, for she was 
going to leave England again immediately. TMs 
was really sad news for poor Mary, who had been 
thinking all the time how nice it would be to see her 
new friend. She looked very sorrowful, and the 
lady asked her what was the matter. Mary did not 
much like to own; but when the question was 
repeated, she said that she wanted to hear again 
about her papa, and she was afraid that if the lady 
went away she should forget it all. This was very 
likely, yet the lady could not help going, and there 
was no one besides who could talk to her in the 
same manner. Mary felt then how nice it was to 
have a papa, and she wished very much to do what 
would please him ; but if she had nothing to remind 
her of him, she knew that she should soon think just 
as much as ever of school, and just as little of India; 
80 what do you think she did, Ruth ? — ^she asked the 
lady to write down for her all she could remember, 
and leave it with her that she might read it over. 
This request was readily granted, and the next day 
a short account of her papa's life was sent her, 
written out plainly, and she might read it without 
trouble. Now, many little girls would just have 
looked at it once, and then put it aside ; but this was 
not Mary's way. She used to read it over regularly 
till at last she knew it by heart, and the words came 
one after the other by rote, without any effort. Mary 
then tried more to attend to them, and she would 
sit by herself, and endeavour to fancy what India 
would be like, and what sort of life she should lead 
there. By degrees it became natural to her to think 
of her papa, and her home ; and she grew anxious 
to go there, and learnt to count the months which 
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were to pass before she should be sent for. It was 
very different with Julia ; she had not cared to Kear 
any thing about her papa, and you may imagine that 
she did not care to read about him. At lirst she 
looked over what the lady had written, but when she 
knew it by heart, she took no more interest about it ; 
and at length the time came when they were to sail 
for India, and poor Julia was very wretched. All 
her happiness had been at school, and to go to India 
was going entirely amongst strangers, even though 
her papa was to be there to receive her. She begged 
to be allowed to stay behind, but this was impossible. 
There was no one to take charge of her, and with a 
very sorrowful heart she set out on her long voyage. 
It was a stormy and wearisome one, and many times 
even Mary's heart sank as she remembered her friends 
in England, and thought, that when the dangers ot 
the sea were over, she should find herself in a foreign 
land. But one hope cheered her, and that was, the 
prospect of seeing her papa. Julia could find no 
comfort in this. Day after day she sat upon deck, 
with her eyes fixed in the direction in which she 
was told that England lay. She would scarcely eat or 
speak, and when Mary tried to rouse her, and talked 
to her of the pleasure they should both have in meet- 
ing their father, and begged her to listen again to the 
lady's account of his kindness and goodness, Julia 
only shook her head, and in a sullen voice said, that 
her papa was not like a father to her, for she knew 
nothing about him. 

It was a lovely morning when they first came in 
sight of land. Mary stood upon the deck, watching 
the preparations for going on shore. She looked at 
the crowds of people who were assembling to wel* 
come the arrival, wishing to discover her father 
amongst them ; and the hope of at length really 
knowing him made her feel agitated, but very happy. 
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A considerable time passed away, and, one after the 
other, the passengers landed. The lady who had 
charge of Mary and Julia begged them to remain 
where they were, as she knew that their papa would 
be likely to come on board to them. Mary's atten- 
tion was then given to the boats which were putting 
off for the vessel ; and each one, as it came near, she 
thought must be that which she expected. There 
were several disappointments ; for other parties were 
wmting in the same way, and Mary envied them 
the pleasure of the greetings. But her own turn 
came at length. A gentleman, with a telescope in 
his hand, was seen lookmg at the great ship. Mary 
knew it must be her papa, £or she had read the 
description of him tiU she fancied she knew every 
feature; and when he sprang up the side of the 
vessel, and folded her in his arms, and whispered a 
prayer that God would bless her, she felt that where- 
ever he was, there her happiness would be. Hq was 
no stranger to her ; for she had read of him, and 
thought of him, and even that foreign laqd became 
to her from that moment a home." 

" But about Julia, papa," interrupted Buth. 

" Ah ! that is the sad part of the story," replied 
Mr Clifford. *^ Julia's manner was not like Mary's ; 
she had some curiosity to see her papa, but that was 
all ; he was little more than a stranger to her ; she 
had no love to give to him. She received him coldly, 
with a melancholy smile, and her eyes filled with 
tears. She scarcely listened to what he said, and 
took but a slight interest in all the new things about 
her. From this beginning there followed much 
sorrow for all. Julia felt that Mary was more pleas- 
ing to her papa than she was, and therefore that it 
was probable he would love her the best ; and thi9 
made her jealous of the sister who before had been 
so dear to her« Jealousy caused unkind words, and 
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they brought vexation and shame. Jnlia believed 
that her father and sister would be happier without 
her ^ and, notwithstanding their endeavours to make 
her comfortable, nothing could overcome the wretch- 
edness she felt in thinking that she was not a 
favourite. When I last heard of her, she had re- 
turned to England to live by herself; but with her 
temper so soured, that there was little prospect of 
her being really happy. And there, Ruth, is an end 
of my story. I wonder whether you are much the 
wiser for it." 

" I liked it," said Euth. 

" But can you find out why I told it you I" 

" Was it because Mary read over the paper, and 
learnt to think, papal" 

" Yes. Mary's reading over the account of her 
father, is, in a certain way, like our repeating the 
Creed ; because you know, Ruth, the Bible tells us 
tiiat we are all strangers upon earth, and that our 
home is in heaven ; and the Creed reminds us of 
the great God, and our blessed Saviour, and the 
Holy Spirit, with whom we hope one day to live in 
that home. We will talk more about it to-morrow, 
when Madeline is with us ; but one thing I must 
ask you before you go : how is it that repeating the 
Creed properly would help to make you humble I " 
Ruth did not know what to answer. " Whom do 
you speak of in it?" continued Mr Clifford. 

" Of God," replied Ruth, reverently. 

" Yes, of God, ' the Father Almighty, the Maker 
of heaven and earth ;' the Maker of the dazzling 
sun, and the moon, and the planets, and the millions 
of worlds which shine above us in the darkness of 
night. The Maker of the trees also, and the fields, 
and the flowers ; the Maker of every thing that 
moves — ^all the little insects, and the birds, and the 
fishes of the sea, and the cattle which are in the 
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fields, and the fierce beasts which roam about in 
distant lands. Do you not think, Ruth, that such 
a Being, who is perfectly holy, and knows every 
thought and action of our lives, must be glorious 
beyond what we can imagine I" 

Ruth murmured, " Yes." 

^' And when that Almighty Lord looks into our 
hearts, and sees all that passes there, what must He 
think of us f" 

" That we are very wicked," said Ruth. 

" But if, instead of believing ourselves to be 
wicked, we &ncy that we are good, and set our-^ 
selves up ; do you suppose God is pleased with us 
then f " Ruth coloured, and made no reply. " And 
still more," continued Mr Clifford, "if that great 
Grod came down from heaven, and humbled himself 
to die because of our sins, how must we appear to 
him, when we pride ourselves upon any thing we 
do I" There was a short pause ; and Ruth's coun- 
tenance showed what was passing within. " These 
are some of the truths which are taught us every 
time we repeat the Creed," continued Mr Clifford. 
" I am sure I was right in saying, that thinking ot 
them would help to make us humble. There is a 
great deal more which I shall like to talk to you 
about to-morrow, when Madeline is with us." 

" The Creed will not be so much of a lesson for 
the fixture, Ruth, will itf " said her mamma, kindly* 

" I only thought it like a lesson in the Catechism," 
replied Ruth. 

" It can never really be one," said Mr Clifford. 
" Certainly, it has the most solemn sound, when we 
all join in repeating it in church ; but it cannot be 
a common thing, because it has come down to us 
from the time of the apostles, and tells us of such 
awful subjects. It is sacred, like a prayer." Ruth 
could not help remembering how frequently she had 
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said it, both in church and at home, as a mere set 
of words, almost without a meaning. She hesitated 
to wish her papa good night, fearing she had vexed 
him. But Mr Clifford's manner was full of tenderness ; 
and, as he fondly stroked her head, he said : ^' Will 
my darling Ruth remember what is to be done before 
we lie down to sleep, when we are conscious of having 
displeased God?" 

" We must pray to be forgiven," ssdd Ruth, timidly. 

" Yes ; pray fervently, and for the pardon of that 
particular offence, for the sake of our blessed Re- 
deemer ; lest, if we should neglect to do so, and God 
should call us to die before we have repented, we 
should be shut out for ever from His presence." 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

Alice Lennox, in her solitary chamber, fancied that 
she alone was tiie sufferer from all that had passed : 
and she was indeed the most unhappy ; but if she 
had known all Madeline's feelings, when, on the 
morning succeeding the storm, she was sent for to 
her papa's study, she would scarcely have been will- 
ing to change places with her. Mr Clifford was in 
general so affectionate, that any thing like coldness 
was doubly felt ; and the expression of his face, when 
Madeline opened the door, and asked if he wanted 
her, was grave, and even severe. The reason was, 
that he did not consider Madeline to be sufficiently 
aware of the naughtiness of her behaviour. She did 
not appear to care about it as she ought ; and it was 
for this reason that he required her to go to him. 
At first he said a few words about the grief which 
it caused him and her mamma, to find that they 
could no longer trust her; and then, by asking 
questions, he made her repeat again the whole history 
of her fistult, and drew from her the confession that 
she had once or twice been tempted to equivocate, 
in order to conceal what she had done. He described 
to her the distress which she had brought upon Lady 
Catharine, and the sin which Alice had been induced 
to commit, from having, like herself, yielded to a 
slight temptation. He had received a particular 
account of all from Lady Catharine that morning ; 
and her note, written in great wretchedness of mind, 
proved how bitterly she felt the disappointment of 
her hopes of Alice's good behaviour. '^ If you had 
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been firm, Madeline/' said Mr Clifford, " all this 
could not have been. I do not say that your con- 
duct is any excuse for Alice— she must answer for 
herself; but I do say that it is very frightful to think 
how much mischief we may cause by one fault, and 
that not at first sight a very great one." 

" I never thought Alice would tell stories about 
any thing," said Madeline. 

" Perhaps not ; yet she has done so ; and you, if 
you had acted properly, might have prevented it 
Just think how differently you would have felt, if, 
instead of following an idle fancy, you had shown 
Alice that you were wishing to the very utmost to 
keep the promise of your baptism ; and because you 
had declared that you would give up pomps, and 
vanities, and sinM lusts, and keep God's command- 
ments all your life, therefore you were determined^ 
even in such a little matter, to do right, and try and 
overcome the liking for finery, which your mamma 
had warned you against. Do you think Alice would 
have been made the better or the worsjB by such an 
example?" Madeline did not reply. "Whatever 
may happen now," continued Mr Clifford, " whatever 
pain Alice may have to bear, you must consider that 
you might in a great measure have prevented it ; and 
I am afraid there will be a great deal of sorrow in 
store for her." 

" Indeed ! indeed ! I did not intend to make hef 
unhappy ; I did not think I was doing so very wrong," 
said Madeline. 

" But you did intend to do a little wrong, and you 
did it wifiully, and went on with it. Could God love 
you all that time?" 

" I don't know ; I did not think," said Madeline. 

" Ah ! that is the mischief; the fault with us all, 
grown-up people as well as children ; we do not 
think ; and the great thing we have to learn is the 
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way to think ; the way to remember, at all times, 
ihat God is seeing us." 

•*I will try, papa, really I will," replied Madeline. 

" But you are going to school, Madeline ; you will 
have many things there to make you forget ; lessons, 
plays, new friends, new subjects to talk about; if 
you forget at home, how will you remember at 
school?" 

"I can't tell; but I will try to be good, dear 
papa ; won't you believe me I Please don't look so 
grave at me." As she spoke, Madeline was about, 
as usual, to throw her arms round her father's neck 
and kiss him; but she drew back as soon as the 
thought crossed her ; she did not dare, for he had 
not told her that she was forgiven. 

"You say you will try to-day, Madeline, and 
to-morrow temptation will come again, and you will 
be as before : you will laugh, and play, and be led 
to do wrong, merely because you do not think ; and 
when you have done wrong, you will make excuses, 
and by-and-by you will be sorry, and beg to be for- 
given ; and so, probably, you will go on. Who can 
trust you ? " 

" Oh, papa I I wish you would not say so. I am 
very sorry ! " Poor Madeline's tears now began to 
flow fast, but Mr Clifford's manner did not change. 
"Who can trust you, Madeline?" he said again. 
Madeline heaved a deep sigh ; and leaning her head 
against the back of her papa's chair, she cried bitterly. 
There was a silence of several moments. Mr Clifford 
took up his pen and commenced writing, whilst 
Madeline remained in the same position. " If I were 
to punish you," he began, without raising his eyes 
from his emplojnnent — 

" I would rather be punished," exclaimed Made- 
line, " only if you would not look so grave at me." 

" My looking grave is not the principal thing for 
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you to fear," replied Mr Clifford; " the important 
question is, how God is regarding you." 

" I was very sorry, indeed I was, papa," said Ma- 
deline ; " and I did trj to say my prayers last night.'* 
The words were spoken witii sincerity; and Mr Clif- 
ford, laying down his pen, turned to his little girl, and 
in a voice which showed that he loved her trulj, 
notwithstanding the severity of his manner, he sdd,— 
" If God has forgiven you, my dear child, if I could 
hope that you have really prayed to Bim, then, in- 
deed, I should be happy." 

" But I did say my prayers, just as you told me; 
and I mentioned all the naughty things, about the 
sashes, and not speaking out plainly, and doing what 
mamma would not like ; I said it all; and the prayer 
for when I had been very naughty." 

" And were you really very sorry?" asked Mr 
Clifford. " But suppose you were not sorry enough." 

" I don't know ; how can I tell f indeed I was 
sorry: indeed I said it all, and I thought about it, " 
repeated Madeline, miserable at the idea of doubt. 

" But what right had you to expect that God 
would listen to you, such a naughty child as you had 
been?" 

" papa! I don't understand; you never talked 
so before," exclaimed Madeline, again bursting into 
tears. 

" Because I never had an occasion. Your prayers, 
and mine, and every person's, are the prayers of sin- 
ners ; and God is perfectly holy, and, the Bible tells 
us, ' of purer eyes than to behold iniquity;' that is, 
He cannot bear to look upon sin. If we go before 
Him m our own name, what hope can we have that 
He will listen to us? " 

" But I said through Jesus Christ our Lord," said 
Madeline, and she bent her head reverently. 

Mr Clifford smiled, as he was accustomed to do* 
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" You ware right, Madeline,'* he replied ; " and if 
you did indeed say through Jesus Christ our Lord, 
because you knew that God would only listen to you 
for His sake, then I can hope that you are forgiven. 
To think of our blessed Lord, and to ask Him to pray 
for us, because we are too sinful to be heard ourselves, 
is our great duty and comfort when we have done 
wrong. I think, now, you are sorry." 

Madeline at these words looked up with greater 
confidence; and venturing once more to approach 
her father, she said, — " Can you kiss me, papa? " Mr 
Clifford's manner showed how truly he could pardon 
when he had reason to believe that repentance was 
sincere ; but Madeline was not yet f&Uy satisfied. 
" Am I to do any thing, papa?" she said. 

" Any thing disagreeable, you mean, for a punish- 
ment : do you think you deserve it?" 

" I was very naughty, I know," said Madeline. 

" And if I were to give you a punishment, how 
would you bear it?" 

" I would try not to mind," said Madeline, though 
she trembled at what might be coming. 

" If I were to punish you, my dear child," said Mr 
Clifford, " it would be in order to make you remem- 
ber, not to make you sorry ; for that I hope and believe 
you are already. It was God's punishment which did 
that." 

Madeline looked up rather wonderingly. 

" You have been very unhappy lately, have you 
not?" 

*' Yes, very." Madeline spoke heartily, for she 
began to feel what a weight she had had upon her 
heart. 

" That unhappiness was sent by God ; it was the 
consequence of your sin, and at last it led you to 
confess it; the great thing now is to prevent you 
from forgetting, and going wrong again ; perhaps 
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that might be done without what you would call 
punishment." Poor Madeline's face brightened ; she 
had fencied that she should be forbidden to play in 
the garden, or should be sent to bed an hour earlier 
for the next week or twi days. " I think," continued 
Mr Clifford, " that if you were to come to my study 
every day at half-past twelve o'clock, just when your 
morning lessons are finished, and were to repeat to 
me what I shall think right, it would help you to 
remember all you have done, and teach you to be on 
your guard. I should like you to try, at least." 

" Is it any thing I am to learn ? " said Madeline. 

" No, something you know perfectly already — 
the Creed ; and if you want to understand why I fix 
upon that, I must tell you the same story which I did 
to Ruth last night, and try and explain more parti- 
cularly what the Creed meaus." 

" I heard about the two little girls when we were 
dressing this morning," said Madeline. 

" Then you know how the elder one learnt to 
remember and think about her father, by reading the 
account of his life ; and did Ruth tell you, also, what 
I said that was like f " 

" No ; the beU rang," repHed Madeline, « and we 
were obliged to go down stairs." 

" It was like the way in which we learn to think 
of God and our blessed Saviour, by repeating that 
short history of the great things the Bible teaches us, 
which is contained in the Creed : but the difficulty 
is to repeat it not as a lesson, or a thing of course ; 
but as something very important ; and this I hope 
you will do by-and-by. Now, go and fetch Ruth, 
and we will see if we cannot understand better than 
before what we learn in the Creed." 

Ruth was soon found ; she had been wondering a 
little what was going on; and wishing, above all 
things, to know whether Madeline was forgivea 
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Since the last night's conversation she had really felt 
ashamedofherow conceit; and she had been tjing 
all the morning to make Madeline happy, and to 
show by her manner that she did not mean to set 
herself up, although she had not been guilty of the 
same offence. Ruth was in earnest in desiring to be 
good ; and when she was told of a fault, she really 
did try to improve, at least for a time. That she 
went back again was, indeed, frequently the case ; 
but this was from forgetfulness, and not because she 
had never cared about it : it was, therefore, a real 
pleasure to her to see how much more at ease Made- 
line looked when she came into the school-room ; and 
when she was told that her papa had forgiven without 
punishing, Ruth's face lighted up with a sweet smile ; 
and throwing down her work she exclaimed, — " Oh 
Madeline, that is so nice, and we wiU go on happily 
now; we will not be naughty again, either of us, 
ever." 

" And papa will talk to mamma, I am sure," said 
Madeline ; " you know he always does when he 
wants her to forgive us too." 

" I never fear about mamma," observed Ruth : 
" she wanted to make it all up last night, I know. 
She looked quite miserable when you went to bed." 

Madeline was struck by this, and presently said : 
" Was she really miserable, do you think, Ruth?" 

" Yes, very : I am certain." 

" And papa was grave, and so were you ; and 
poor mamma was miserable," continued Madeline. 
" I did not think I had done any thing so very bad." 

" I don't think you had," replied Ruth, fancying 
it right to make the best of her sister's conduct. 
" At any rate it was not like the stories which Alice 
told. I can't think how she could have done it. 
How Lady Catharine will punish her !" 

'< Oh, Ruth, please don't say so ! " exclaimed Made* 
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line, remembering that her papa had said that what- 
ever Alice might have to bear, she might in a great 
measure have prevented ; ^' it makes things seem 
much worse. But I didn't mean to make you all 
unhappy. Is there any harm, I wonder, in making 
people unhappy, when we don't mean it?" 

This was not an easy question to answer; and 
Madeline at that instant recollected that all this time 
she ought to have been in her papa's study* " No 
more work, Ruth," she said, taking the needle and 
thread from her sister's hand : " I don't want you to 
finish before me ; and papa is waiting." 

Ruth willingly replaced her needle in its case, 
folded up her work, and closed her basket. Talking 
to her papa, even upon grave subjects, was much 
pleasanter than learning to stitch wristbands; and 
with a light merry step she followed Madeline. Her 
smile was checked, however, when she looked in her 
papa's face. He was plainly more careworn than 
usual ; and Ruth saw in a moment, from his look, 
that any thing like play and laughter would be 
against his wishes. All that had occurred seemed 
tnfling to her; but to him it was a cause for much 
anxiety. A child's fault is like the bud on the tree, 
which, if allowed to grow, must one day become a 
frill blossom; and the evil disposition which made 
Madeline thoughtless, and Ruth conceited, might end 
in that neglect of God, and that pride of heart, which 
would at length shut them out from heaven. This, 
however, was not the principal thought in Mr Clifford's 
mind at that moment. He hoped and believed that 
his children were conscious of their errors ; and his 
only wish was to impress upon them the sense of 
what they had done wrong, so that under othet 
temptations they might be afraid of yielding. " Here 
is a place for you, Ruth," he said, pointing to the seat 
in the half-open window^ through which came the 
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sweet scent of the jessamines and roses which grew 
over the house : ^' and Madeline shall bring her 
chair next to mine." This was a sign of Madeline's 
complete forgiveness ; and as she drew near, and put 
her hand within her papa's, she wondered how it 
could ever have entered into her head to do any 
thing which would displease him. " We were talk- 
ing of the Creed last night, Ruth, if you remember,'' 
said Mr Clifford ; " and I was trying to show you 
why it was a good thing for us to learn and repeat 
it ; but I dare say even now it does not seem very 
clear to you." 

'^ I remember about the story," said Ruth. 

<' Yet perhaps the account of her papa's life, which 
little Mary read over so oi^n, sounds as if it must 
have been more interesting than the Creed." 

'' I think it must have been a great deal mor^," 
said Madeline. 

" Most likely," replied her &ther : " the Creed is 
not a pretty story, and it requires an effort to attend 
to and understand it ; but so it does to say our prayers, 
or read the Bible. God does not teach any of us to 
be religious without trouble ; and the great question 
is, whether we will take it, or whether we are re- 
solved to be indolent. What shall I say for yov 
both!" 

'' I mean to try, papa," replied Madeline, speaking 
humbly; for she was not inclined to trust herself afbr 
her late faults. 

^' And Ruth will try also, I am sure," said Mr 
Clifford: and he smiled to see the earnest way in 
which his little girl bent her eyes upon him, as if her 
face would promise much better than her words. " If 
you could both fully understand and believe what is 
told us in the Creed," he continued, " you would no 
longer find it difficult to be religious. Suppose that, 
instead of having learnt it by heart) you were to hear 
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it for the first time to-day, what do you think you 
should feel about it?" The children did not know 
what to answer, and Mr Clifford went on. " We 
will fancy," he said, " a little heathen child-^an 
Indian, accustomed to live in the forests, and never 
having been taught any thing about Grod ; would it 
not be very astonishing to him to be told that there 
was a glorious Being, who had always lived before 
the sun, or the moon, or the stars were created, and 
who must live always, even if every thing else were 
to be destroyed! When he repeated the words, — ' I 
believe in God, the Father Almighty, Maker of 
heaven and earth,' and then looked upwards to the 
blue sky, and abroad over the beautiful earth, I do 
not think he would consider them^ as we often do, a 
lesson. He might not, indeed, rightly understand 
them ; but he would feel that they meant something 
wonderful. Or let us take a case from among our- 
selves. Let us imagine ourselves tempted to do 
something wrong — ^to be deceitful, or dishonest, or 
inclined to tell a falsehood ; and that just before we 
actually did this wrong thing, we were called on to 
repeat the Belief, — ^what would it remind us of?" 

" Of God and our Saviour," replied Ruth. 

" Yes; not only that there is a God, but of aU 
which He has done for us. We should say, in fact, 
though not actually in words, that we have now in 
heaven a father who is able to do all things, because 
He is the Father Almighty ; that we have also a lord 
and master, our Saviour Jesus Christ, the only Son 
of God, who, in order to save us fi'om the punishment 
due to our sins, undertook to suffer for us; that this 
gracious Redeemer was, by the power of the Holy 
Spirit, bom like ourselves, of a human mother, the 
blessed Virgin Mary; and, having left the unspeak- 
able happiness of heaven, came down upon earth to 
live amongst sinners, without a home, or riches, or 
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comforts of any kind. We should be reminded that 
after thirty-three long years had gone by, which He 
spent in teaching and trying to make people good, 
and curing their sicknesses, He was allowed by the 
governor of the country where he lived, named Pon- 
tius Pilate, to be crucified — ^that is>.His hands and 
feet were nailed to a cross, and He was left to endure 
more horrible agony than we can even imagine, until 
He gave up his earthly life, and suffered his body to 
be laid in the grave, as ours must one day be, when 
God shall call us to die. His Spirit descended into 
hell; — that is, not the place of torment (as the name, 
indeed, often means), but the abode of the spirits of 
the dead, who are waiting for the day of resurrection. 
Besides these awfiil truths, we should remember also 
that, on the third day aft«r our Saviour s death. He 
by His own power rose fi*om the grave, and went up 
sgain into heaven, to that glorious world which for 
our sakes He had left, and where now he dwells with 
God the Father, and God the Holy Spirit, and the 
holy angels, who are ever loving and praising Him. 
If we recollected and thought of this Friend, and of 
all the suffering He went through for us, do you 
think we could go away and do directly afterwards 
the naughty thing which he has told us not to do?" 

Mr Clifford looked at Madeline; but tears were in 
her eyes, and she did not venture to answer. She 
was thinking of the temptation to which she had so 
lately given way, and wishing that she had before 
remembered all that her papa was now bringing to 
her mind. There was a pause for some moments, 
and then Ruth, in a tone of surprise, said : " That is 
not all the Creed, papa." 

" No," replied Mr Clifford; " but it is sufficient to 
give us a great deal to think about. It is very awful; 
yet that which is to come will perhaps seem still more 
fio. It concerns each of us particularly, whether we 
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are young or old. What is it that follows the words 
— * He ascended into heaven, and sitteth on the right 
hand of God the Father Almighty? ' " 

" ' From thence He shall come to judge the quick 
and the dead,'" replied Ruth. 

" Perhaps," continued Mr Clifford, " we might be 
so hard-hearted as not to care to please our Saviour, 
because of His love for us; we might repeat the Creed 
as far as we have yet gone, and still resolve to sin ; 
but there is something else to be thought of, which, 
if we said the words with any attention, would, I 
hope, frighten us, or at least make us stay to con- 
sider whether it would be safe to displease our gra- 
cious Lord. We are told that, some day, — it may be 
a hundred, or ^jy or twenty years hence, or it may 
be in a few months or weeks, or it may be (no man 
knows) to-morrow, or, more fearful still, it may be 
this very day before the sun goes down, — that same 
merciful Saviour, who died upon the cross, and rested 
in the grave, and then ascended to sit at the right 
hand of God, will appear again; but He will come, 
not as the son of a human mother, but as the son of 
His Almighty Father, as the Lord of heaven and 
earth. He has Himself warned us what the manner 
of that coming will be — ' with power and great glory.' 
The sun, which now shines so brightly, will be dark- 
ened, and the moon will not give her light, and the 
stars will fall from heaven. Tlie sound of a mighty 
trumpet will be heard; and the voice of the archangel, 
the chief of all the angels — ^will call upon the quick 
and dead — those who shall at that time be living, as 
you and I may be living, and those who have died 
before — ^to appear before the judgment-seat of the 
Ahnighty. It is impossible for us fully to imagine 
that scene: but once — ^it is now more than 1700 
years ago — ^a human being was permitted to have a 
vision of what it shall be. St John the evangelist^ 
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the disciple whom Jesus loved, saw ' a great white 
throne, and him that sat on it, from whose £Eice the 
earth and the heaven fled away, and there was found 
no place for them. And he saw the dead, small and 
great, stand before God; and the books were opened, 
and another book was opened, which is the book of 
life, and the dead were judged out of those things 
which were written in the books: and whosoever was 
not found written in the book of life was cast into the 
lake of fire/ This was the vision, the representation 
of what will be. We must have been amongst that 
infinite multitude; do you think St John saw our 
names written in the book of life?" Madeline hid 
her fece upon the table. " I would not willingly 
frighten you, my child," continued Mr Clifford, 
^' but indeed it is necessary that we should think of 
these things; that when we say we believe that 
Christ our Lord will come to judge the quick and 
the dead, we should understand that He will come to 
judge, not grievous sinners only— the drunkard and 
the thief— not merely our neighbours and our friends, 
but ourselves." 

" Will He forgive us, if we are very sorry then ?" 
said Euth, eagerly. 

" The time for seeking forgiveness will be over 
on that day," replied Mr Clifford ; ^' that time is 
now." 

" But if we are very sorry, very sorry indeed," said 
Ruth. 

Mr Clifford shook his head ; " Every one will be 
vOTy sorry indeed then, Euth. The greatest sinner 
who ever lived, the man who was most careless, who 
even laughed at the thought of death and judgment, 
will be very sorry indeed ; but his sorrow will come 
too late." 

« Too late !" repeated Euth thoughtfully. 

"* Yes; it is not a strange thing, is it, to find our- 
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Mlves too late even in this life ? There are instances 
happening daily, and thej are warnings, if we will 
but profit by them. I will give you one, which I 
am sure you have not forgotten. Do you not re- 
member the very last time we went from Cottington 
to Bingwood, when I said I would take you by the 
railroad? You were called early, your box was 
ready, your breakfast was prepared, there was no- 
thing wanting, but that you should be dressed in 
time. Instead of dressing, you played ; you thought 
one minute could not signify. Your mamma warned 
you, but you did not listen. You did not understand 
that there was any thing in the world so fixed that 
it would not stop for you, even though it might be a 
question of life and death. At length we set oflP; we 
walked quickly, and looked about us continually, and 
often I said that I feared we should be too late ; but 
you did not comprehend how it could be possible. 
It was but a short walk, and we saw the great steam 
engine as it stopped opposite the station-house ; we 
even watched the people moving about the carriages, 
and we heard the panting noise of the engine, and 
the calling of the policemen. We drew nearer and 
nearer, and you thought we were quite safe ; — ^there 
was a slight motion in the train, and the smoke 
ascended into the air, and as the people who were 
standing by stood still, and fixed their eyes upon the 
long line of carriages, it rushed swiftly away, and we 
found ourselves one minute too late. No exertions, 
no entreaties, could avail us then. That was being 
one minute too late for an earthly journey, but it is 
equally possible to be one minute too late for heaven." 

'' But can little children be too late ?" asked Ruth, 
quickly. 

Mr Clifford waited for an instant, and leant his 
head upon his hand, as if some painful thought had 
struck him : '^ If you had been in the boat last night 
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with old Roger," lie said, " if you bad sunk in the 
waves, and been drowned, what opportunity would 
you now have to be sorry for your sins, and pray for 
pardon?" 

Ruth seemed alarmed even at the idea : '' But we 
never go on the water when it looks stormy, papa," 
she said. 

" Yet what do you say to other dangers, Ruth ? — 
accidents in carriages, or in walking, or by lightning, 
or by sudden illnesses ? There is no moment, except 
the present, at which it may not be too late, for there 
is no moment at which we may not die." As Mr Clif- 
ford spoke, Madeline sighed heavily, but she did not 
look up. " It is enough to frighten us, is it not, 
Madelhiet" continued her &,ther, placing his hand 
fondly on her head, '< Grod means that it should 
frighten us. But when we do feel this fear, and 
begin to think, as you said the other day, that it is 
impossible to be good, we should remember that there 
are other things told us in the Creed to support and 
give us hope. If we believe in ' God the Father 
Almighty, Maker of heaven and earth, and in Jesus 
Christ, His only Son, our Lord,' so we believe also 
in God the Holy Ghost, and tlds belief is one of the 
greatest possible blessings ; can you tell me why f " 

" Because He will help us to do right," said Ruth. 

" Yes, indeed. He will. We have but to pray to 
Him constantly, and there is no difficulty which 
need be too great for us. From the moment when, 
as little infants, we were made at our baptism mem- 
bers of Christ's holy Catholic Church, that Holy 
Spirit was given to us to be our guide ; and if, when 
we say our prayers, we ask Him to continue with 
us, we may be certain that He will never forsake 
us. "We shall not be able to tell exactly how He 
assists us, but we shall find good thoughts coming 
to our minds just at the moment we ivant them; 
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and, instead of giving way to our evil tempers, we 
shall find that we have a power of overcoming them. 
It will be strange, even to ourselves, to observe, how 
much easier it will become every day to be good. 
And all this is to be done by praying." 

" But if we only pray," said Ruth, " will that do 
as wen as trying?" 

" If I were very ill, Ruth, and knew of a medicine 
which I believed would cure me, would it do me any 
good if I would not send for it?" Ruth smiled at 
the idea. " Or supposing I actually held it in my 
hand, would it be any use to me unless I opened 
my mouth and swallowed it? In both these cases 
I should have something to do myself, and yet it 
would not be the doing it which would cure me; 
and so it is with our hearts. "We have to pray and 
to try with all our strength ; and if we do pray and 
try, God will give us his Holy Spirit to make us 
good ; but if we neglect either of these commands, 
even the power of that blessed Spirit will be of no 
avail to us." 

During this conversation it was difficult to know 
how far Madeline was listening or not. She did not 
try to speak, or show that she took an interest; 
only every now and then she drew her hand across 
her eyes, to wipe away the tears which were fast 
falling down her cheek. Mr ClifFord saw that she 
had been struck by the solemnity of the subjects on 
which they had spoken, and motioning to Ruth, he 
told her to leave them for a little while alone : " We 
will finish talking another time," he said; and as 
Ruth left the room he turned to Madeline, and added 
mildly, " there has been enough to think of to-day." 
Madeline felt even Ruth's absence a relief in her 
present state of mind ; and when she found that her 
sister was gone, her fears were told without any 
reserve. Lfi* ClifFord'a manner had lost every trace 
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of stenmesEt; and as lie listened to Madeline's an- 
xious question, '^ Whether he thought that God had 
really forgiven her ?" he had no longer any doubt of 
her true repentance. He did not speak to her then 
of the awfulness of the Almighty, but of His mercy. 
He reminded her how long years before God had 
loved and thought of her, and sent His blessed Son 
to die for her, and at her birth had taken her into 
His Church, and made her one of that happy family 
to whom the glories of heaven are promised for the 
sake of Jesus Christ : " You are God's child now, 
my love," he said ; " His child more fully than you 
are mine ; and Jesus Christ is your Saviour, and will 
aak for pardon for you ; you do not doubt my assur- 
ances ; but if I can forgive, much more can He, for 
His mercy is infinite." 

O^n and often before had Madeline heard the 
8ame words, but she had little attended to their 
meaning, for she had not felt the need of them. 
Yet, if a child can sin, so also a child can repent ; 
and as Madeline listened to her father's words, she 
understood something of the comfort which the • 
knowledge that we have a Saviour who will pray 
for us, and have compassion upon us, ought to give 
to alL 
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CHAPTER XV. 

Ajlthough Mr Clifford's thoughts were so much 
engaged with his own children, he did not forget 
Alice Lennox. She was not indeed his charge in 
the same way as Ruth and Madeline, but she was 
living in his parish, and he felt himself bound to 
watch over her. Notwithstanding Lady Catharine 
Hyde's formality of manner, he thought it possible 
that she would like to see and consult with him, 
what was best to be done with a child who had 
shown herself so little to be trusted as Alice ; but 
Mr Clifford did not imderstand Lady Catharine's 
character. She did not require any adrice, for she 
had made up her mind from the beginning as to the 
course she was to adopt. She did not ask whether 
Alice was sorry, or whether it was likely that, if 
allowed to remain at the Manor, she would improve 
more than if she went to school ; but having once 
discovered that Alice had disobeyed her, her only 
idea was to punish her severely, and then send her 
away. The determination seemed harsh, and yet 
Lady Catharine's disposition was ftdl of benevolence 
and kindness. Even Alice, in her solitary room, 
did not feel more distress than did her truest earthly 
fiiend, as she walked through the large but desolate 
apartments of her house, and missed the light foot- 
step and the cheerful voice which had for the last 
few months enlivened her sad life ; and felt, that for 
the future, except in the holiday weeks, she must 
again be lonely. 



188 LANETON PAESONAGE. 

When Mr CliflPord appeared in the afternoon at 
the Manor, he was accordingly received, not with 
entreaties for advice, but with a request that he 
would give the terms, and the direction for Mrs 
Carter's school. " I shall make a few inquiries 
myself," said Lady Catharine ; " and if the answers 
prove satisfactory, which I have no doubt from your 
report they will be, I think I cannot do better than 
place Alice there immediately." 

Mr Clifford was rather at a loss what to say, for 
he did in his own mind think that Lady Catharine 
could do better. He believed that, to allow Alice 
to remain at home, and to treat her with gentleness 
and firmness, would be more likely to Btrengthen 
her principles, and enable her to resist friture 
temptations, than to send her amongst strange 
companions at school. So he had thought with 
regard to Madeline ; but in her case there was no 
choice. It was now settled that Mrs Beresford 
was to come to Laneton ; the two children could not 
therefore remain at home; and Mr Clifford could 
only trust that constant care, and the influence of 
early instruction, would, with the blessing of Grod, 
be the means of keeping his child in the straight and 
narrow way of goodness. He did, however, venture 
to say to Lady Catharine, that he thought it possible 
that, with Alice's unsteady mind, she might run 
great risk of evil amongst new companions ; but 
Lady Catharine's answer silenced him. She said, 
" That the subject had been well considered — ^that 
it was not her custom to act hastily ;" and she again 
asked for Mrs Carter's direction. Mr Clifford gave 
it, and rose to take leave, when to his surprise Lady 
Catharine said, "Will you not see Alice? The 
advice of the clergyman of the parish, and such a 
friend 9s you have always shown yourself, may 
perhaps have an effect upon her. I shall not go to 
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her myself till the evening." Mr ClifFord was pleased 
at the ofFer, as it showed that, notwithstanding her 
determination, Lady Catharine was desirous to give 
liim an opportunity of becoming better acquainted 
with Alice's state of mind, and, perhaps, of being 
of real service to her; and with willing steps he 
went up stairs. The door of the dressing-room was 
unlocked and opened, but Lady Catharine did not 
enter. She only motioned to Mr Clifford to do so, 
and withdrew. The shutters were more than half 
closed, and the dim light of an afternoon of pouring 
rain scarcely penetrated into the little room. Alice 
was kneeling at the window-seat. She was gazing 
through the chinks of the shutter upon the avenue 
road. It had been her sole amusement during the 
whole of the long weary day ; but there was nothing 
passing; not even the butcher's cart, or a stray 
beggar : and as a last hope of occupation, Alice was 
trying to count the tiles on the stable-roof, in order, 
if possible, to divert her thoughts from the wretched- 
ness caused by her own faults. 

" Alice ! " said Mr Clifford, and, upon hearing 
his voice, Alice looked up quickly ; " Lady Catha- 
rine wished me to come to you. I dare say she 
will come herself by -and -by." Alice made no 
reply. " Should you like to see her ? " continued 
Mr CHfford. 

" I don't know ; she does not care, — ^she is very 
angry with me," said Alice, speaking with difficulty. 

" Has she not reason to be angry, Alice 1 Have 
you not deceived and disobeyed her ? And do you 
think it possible she should ever trust you again ? " 
Alice rested her head again upon the window-seat, 
while Mr Clifford went on speaking. He talked 
kindly, but seriously ; he reminded her of the duty 
and affection which she owed to Lady Catharine 
for her care ; of the positive necessity of submitting 



190 IJiNETON PABSONAGE. 

to ber in all things ; of the ingratitude which she had 
shown in breciking the only command which had 
been specially laid upon her ; and then he pointed 
out to her how much sin and suffering had been 
caused by the commission of one &kult. ^^ The indul- 
gence of one wish," he said, '' the desire to gratify 
your liking for the bonbons when you knew they 
were not allowed, led you to be deceitful to Lady 
Catharine, and selfisji, almost cruel, to Madeline; 
who, though she had done wrong, ought never to 
have been accused unjustly ; and at length it brought 
you to be guilty of that great sin of lying, which, in 
the Bible, is spoken of in such fearful language. Oh^ 
Alice ! can you really be indifferent to such conduct 1 
Does it give you no pain to think that your earthly 
friends doubt you, and grieve oyer you, and that 
God, the all-holy, all-merciful God, your Father in 
heaven, is angry with you?" Mr CUfford paused; 
be hoped that Alice would speak, that he might dis- 
cover whether she had any sense of the evil of which 
she was guilty ; but Alice still appeared immovable. 
Yet it would have been a mistake to suppose that 
she was hardened, and did not feel Mr Clifford's 
words : she did feel them in her heart, but she did 
not choose to confess it; perhaps towards Lady 
Catharine she would have been more humble ; but 
with Mr Clifford she was partly shy and partly 
obstinate; and a sudden determination seized her 
not to aoswer to any thing which was said ; she was 
wilftd by nature ; and the consciousness of having 
behaved very ill made her still more so. Finding 
that serious words took no effect, Mr Clifford tried 
more gentle ones : he had seen that Alice was really 
fond of Lady Catharine ; and he described how much 
she was grieved; how pale and worn she looked, 
and what an effort it was to her to talk upon all 
that had passed ; and then Alice was more wretched 
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than before, and more resolved that she would not 
show it. Mr Clifford was extremely disappointed ; 
he was accustomed to see his own cluldren give way 
whenever he reproved them ; and he did not know 
how to deal with a disposition so perverse. He 
again addressed Alice kindly, and begged her to look 
up and answer him; but his words were entirely 
thrown away. Every moment that Alice continued 
obstinate strengthened her resolution of taking no 
notice, because U made her more ashamed of doing 
better. It would have been easy to have spoken at 
lu-st, but when many minutes had gone by it became 
almost impossible ; and Mr Clifford, finding that his 
persuasions were useless, gave up the attempt. " As 
you will, then, Alice," he said : " I came in the hope 
of finding you penitent, and begging for Lady Catha- 
rine's forgiveness ; since you will not listen to me, 
you do not need it ; when I see you next I trust you 
may be in a better mind." He turned to leave the 
room, and pausing in the doorway cast one more 
glance upon Alice, trusting even then that she would 
have spoken; but whatever might have been her 
grief she suffered nothing of it to appear. Lady 
Catharine was waiting for him at the foot of the 
stairs ; she did not ask any questions, but her coun- 
tenance expressed anxious expectation. Mr Clifford 
shook his head : " It is a disposition I cannot under- 
stand," he said ; ^' but I do not really think she is as 
insensible as she tries to appear ; you ladyship pro- 
bably will be more successful." 

" And will she not own that she has been wrong 1 " 
exclaimed Lady Catharine. 

" She will own nothing ; but she has been cry- 
ing, and is evidently in great distress of mind : it 
might have been shyness which prevented her fix)m 
speaking to me." Mr Clifford hoped by this ob- 
servation to induce Lady Catharine to go at once 
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to Alice ; but the resolution to wait till the morn- 
ing was made, and it was not to be broken. Mr 
Clifford took his hat, and prepared to go. Lady 
Catharine's face was pale, and her manner agitated. 
Mr Clifford would willingly have said something 
to console her, but she did not give him the oppor- 
tunity : she held out her hand, and warmly returned 
his cordial pressure, but she said merely the ordinary 
words at parting ; and Mr Clifford returned home, 
disappointed both with her and with Alice. 

Aad so that day passed, and the next, and the 
day after ; nothing was known of what was going 
on at the Manor ; even the servants did not meet ; 
and whether Alice was forgiven, or whether Lady 
Catharine was still resolved upon sending her to 
school, remained a mystery. The children at the 
Parsonage were now busily occupied; for the day 
was fast approaching when they were to leave 
home. There was a good deal of amusement in 
the preparations, notwithstanding the unpleasant 
thoughts connected with them : new dresses were 
to be tried on, new books to be ordered, work-boxes 
and drawing-boxes to be fitted up, and a visit to 
Cottington was in contemplation, to buy whatever 
was still wanting. All this was agreeable enough ; 
but when Madeline went each day to her papa's 
study at the appointed hour, to repeat the Creed, 
as he had desired, a remembrance of shame and 
self-reproach came to her mind ; and when Mr 
Clifford made her stop to collect her thoughts, and 
then said a few words to her upon the awfulness of 
the subjects of which she was about to speak, Ma- 
deline's mind was sobered: she felt that she was 
forgiven, but she was not allowed to forget. 

There were other circumstances which at that 
time served to cast something of gloom over the 
Parsonage. The sudden death of the old fisherman 
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had been a great shock to almost every one in 
Laneton ; and Mr Clifford, as he went from house to 
house, and heard the regrets, and witnessed the tears 
which were shed for his loss, could not help sympa- 
thising with the general grief. The children also 
saw that such an awful event must be intended as a 
warning ; and when the Sunday arrived which was 
fixed for the funeral, they thought it sad to see the 
sun shine bright and hear the birds sing, when the 
old man who, only the week before, had been able 
to enjoy himself likewise, was about to be laid in the 
darkness and stillness of the grave. — ^Mr Clifford was 
silent in the morning at break&st, and walked alone 
in the garden before the service began ; and when 
he read from the pulpit the text which he had chosen 
for his sermon : " "Watch, therefore, for ye know not 
what hour your Lord doth come;" — there was a 
little hesitation in his voice. But the death of the 
righteous (and such there was every reason to believe 
Roger Dyson might with truth be called) must ever 
be a cause rather of hope and thankfulness than of 
sorrow, and when Ruth and Madeline joined their 
father after the ftineral service was over, there was 
even a cheerfulness of manner which showed that to 
him the remembrance of death could never be unwel- 
come. 

" It seems such a sad day," said Ruth, as she took 
hold of her papa's hand ; " I wish people would not 
choose to be buried on a Sunday." 

" It is not often a choice," observed Mr Clifford : 
" generally speaking, it is necessity, or at least a 
matter of convenience. But, to my notions, Sunday 
is the best day to fix on for a funeral, because it is 
the one which brings with it the greatest comfort : 
it is the memorial of our Lord's Resurrection." 

" Yes," replied Ruth, " mamma said so too, just 
now; but it does not seem right either; it makes 
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every one melancholy ; and you know, papa, Sunday 
ought always to be happy." 

^' It would not make us melancholy, if we thought 
rightly, my love. Even if we had lost a dear friend, 
there would be as much of peace and joy, as of grief 
in our feelings." 

'< Not about any person," said Buth. 

^' No, certainly not ; but I am speaking of cases, 
like the present, in which we have every reason to 
believe that our loss is another's gain. Boger Dyson 
was, I most truly think, a £uti^ul member of the 
Catholic Church, and we may without presumption 
trust that his spirit is at rest." 

^^ You mean because he was baptized, don't you, 
papa?" said Ruth. 

^' Not entirely, my dear. There are a great many 
persons who are baptized ; but I am afraid, there are 
but few who when they die can be really accounted, 
in Gk)d's sight, members of his Holy Catholic Church. 
Of course, it is not for us to decide in any particular 
instance, because those who have done wrong may 
have repented, but when we know that persons who 
have been thieves, or drunkards, or liars, or passion- 
ate, or even indolent, proud, selfish, vain, or in fact 
giving way wilfully to any sin, we can scarcely hope 
^at they will be accepted at the day of judgment as 
belonging to the Church of Christ. We know that 
they will not be, if they have died in their sin." 

" But they belonged to it once," said Buth. 

" Yes ; but they may by their own fault be cast 
out of it, as a child may be turned from his home, 
and considered as no longer one of the family. Even 
here on earth, sinners are sometimes cast out of the 
Church — they are excommunicated; that is, they 
are publicly and solemnly cut off from the privileges 
and blessings of the Church ; and especially are not 
allowed to receive the Holy Communion." 
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" Old Roger always went to Laneton church," 
said Madeline, 

" Yes, but when we talk of Laneton church, or 
Cottington church, or Winslow, or Markland 
churches, we mean only different buildings; when 
we speak of the Church of Christ, or the Catholic 
Church, we mean the people who go to worship in 
those buildings. Catholic, you know, is not the 
name of a place, — ^it means universal, that is, be- 
longing to sdl countries, and all ages." 

"Then there are a great many built churches," 
said Madeline. 

" Yes, but only one Catholic Church," 

" I think I know what you mean, papa," said Ruth; 
"all the people who are baptized and go to church." 

" Those belong to the Catholic Church in Eng- 
land," said Mr Clifford, " but the CathoHc Church 
is also in America, and Scotland, and France, and 
Italy, and many other countries besides." 

" That makes a great many," said Ruth ; " they 
cannot all be one." 

"Are you sure of that, Ruth? You have an 
uncle in America, and another in India, and another 
in Jamaica ; do they not all belong to one hxnilj 1 " 

" Yes, I see, papa, but" 

" But what ? do not be afraid to speak, my love." 

" Are the churches in other countries quite like 
ours, papa ? Do the people say just the same prayers, 
and have they books like ours ?" 

" Not exactly ; but I dare say your uncles do not 
live exactly alike. It is impossible they should, 
indeed, yet that does not prevent them from belong- 
ing to one family. They may dress differently, and 
get up at different hours, and have a great many 
different habits, but they are stiU brothers, the 
children of one parent." 

^ A nd the churches in Scotland and France, and 
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America, and all the places you mentioned^ are 
brothers," said Ruth. 

^' Sisters rather they are called, but I cannot ex- 
plain the reason to you now." 

^^ But," said Ruth, and a shade of perplexity 
came over her face, ^' it is not the same either ; all 
the churches in different countries cannot have the 
same parent." 

" They may be descended from the same," replied 
Mr Clifford ; " your cousins in America, for instance, 
belong to our family; but your uncle Edmond is 
their &,ther, and I am yours: and the same with 
your cousins in India and Jamaica. There may be 
several different Others, but all will have come from 
one person, that is, your grand&ther." 

" And the churches all over the world must have 
come from one," said Ruth, still looking confused. 

"Yes, from our Lord Jesus Christ, the great 
Head of the Universal Church." 

"But who are all the Withers ? " asked Ruth, quickly. 

" The Bishops are," repHed Mr CHfford ; " they 
are called Right Reverend Fathers in God. You 
know the first bishops were the twelve apostles. 
Our Saviour gave to them a special gift of the Holy 
Ghost, and before their death they were directed to 
choose other persons to be bishops likewise ; and to 
ordain them by laying their hands upon them, and 
praying for the blessing of God. Our Lord then 
gave to these persons authority, such as apostles had, 
and so it has gone on down to the present day." 

"Then the bishops are all like brothers," said 
Madeline. 

" Yes, and they all have the same power given 
them by God to rule the Church and to make 
clergymen, like me and Mr Monckton of Cottington." 

" Then who is it we read about to mamma in our 
history I" asked Ruth, " the pope I mean." 
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** He is a bishop, — ^the bishop of Rome." 

<' But in the history," said Ruth, ^' it talks about 
him as if he were bishop of England." 

" Yes, some hundred years after the apostles, the 
bishop of Rome set himself up above the others who 
were his brothers ; and because he had been looked 
up to, and allowed to decide in cases of difficulty, 
just as an elder brother might do, he declared he 
was to rule in every thing." 

"But why did the others let him do it?" said 
Ruth. 

" They did not at first ; they said constantly that 
he was very wrong; but he and the bishops of 
Rome who came after him persisted, till at last 
people began to believe them, and then they had 
their own way, and ruled every thing in England 
and France, and everywhere." 

" They don't do so now," said Ruth. 

" No, because three hundred years ago, the king 
and parliament of England, and the bishops of the 
Catholic Church in England, said that they had no 
business to do it ; that they might rule Riome, but 
they had no right to rule in England. There was 
a great quarrel about it, and since then, the bishops 
in England have not paid any attention to the false 
claims of the bishops of Rome." 

"Did a bishop make you a clergyman, papal" 
asked Madeline. 

" Yes, no one else could do it. Our Saviour does 
not allow any persons to teach and administer the 
Holy Sacraments, except such as have been, what is 
called, ordained by a bishop," 

" And that is the reason you were ordained," said 
Ruth. 

" Yes ; first of all, I was made a deacon, by having 
the bishop's hands laid upon my head, after he had 
prayed for me. When this was done I was allowed 
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to perform the greater part of the service, but not 
the whole. I could not pronounce the absolution or 
forgiveness of sins, nor consecrate the bread and wine 
in the Holy C!ommunion. When I had acted as 
deacon for two or three years, I was made a priest in 
the same way, by the authority of the bishop, and 
now I may perform the whole duty." 

'< Did old Roger understand about it all ? " inquired 
Euth. 

Mr Clifford smiled. " It is not very likely he did ; 
yet he may have been more truly a Christian than 
you or I are. It is not knowing, but believing and 
doing, which will for our Saviour's sake gain us 
admittance into heaven." 

"And does Roger belong to any church, now?" 
Asked Ruth. 

" To the Catholic Church still. Those who have 
been holy members of Christ's Church upon earth, 
continue to be so, only in a far more blessed state of 
peace and safety, after they die." 

" God takes care of them," said Ruth. 

" Yes, just as He took care of them upon earth, 
and as He takes care of us ; and our Saviour loves 
them, and the Holy Spirit comforts them ; they 
belong to God's family exactly the same, wheUier we 
see them or not ; and after the Resurrection, they 
and we, I hope, shall all live together in heaven. So 
that we have a great deal in common with all good 
and holy persons, even when they are gone from this 
world, because they are living still, and have the 
same God to protect them, and the same home of 
perfect happiness to look forward to." 

" And, papa, do you think old Roger knows any 
thing about us now 1 " 

" It is impossible for me to say," replied Mr Clif- 
ford, " because there is so very little information upon 
such subjects in the Bible. God has not seen 4t to 
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t^eveal to what degree the Mends we have lost from 
our sight, can still take an interest in us, or care 
about us." 

" Roger was not one of our friends, exactly," said 
Buth, ^' so he would not care about us." 

" That does not follow, Euth : wherever his spirit 
may now be, he must understand far better than we 
can hope to do, the importance of all which passes 
here. He feels the peace which our Saviour has 
promised to all who love Him ; and he knows how 
horrible it would be to be looking forward to the 
torment of hell, instead of the blessedness of heaven. 
The other world is like a dream to us, but it is all 
real to him, just as real as that we are walking in 
this garden, and looking upon the trees and the sea. 
And if he could know that we are risking the loss of 
heaven by giving way to any known sin, whether it 
be a great one or a little one, it must be more fright- 
ful than it would be to us to watch a man hanging 
over that high cliff by a single thread." 

" But, papa," said Ruth, " good people now care 
when they see wicked ones, because mamma was very 
unhappy the other day when Ralph Haynes had been 
stealing." 

" Yes," replied Mr Clifford, " the better we are, 
the more sorry we shall be for sinners; especially 
for those who are members of the Church, and yet 
disobey God." 

" But we ought to be angry with them, ought we 
not?" said Ruth. 

" How do you think Madeline would feel if you 
had done wrong?" inquired Mr Clifford. Ruth 
blushed ; she knew why her papa did not ask her 
how she would feel if Msde^e were in fault. 

" I should be very sorry," said Madeline. 

" I am sure you would : you love Ruth, for she is 
your sister, you belong to one £unily. God has a 
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family too; some upon earth, and some, like old 
Roger, in the world of departed spirits : and those 
who are particularly our brothers and sisters upon 
earth, are the members of the Church. We ought to 
attend to, and assist, and think of them before any 
others. It will be no good to recollect about the 
Communion of Saints in heaven, if we forget those 
who are living." 

"But, papa," said Euth, in surprise, "church 
people are not saints." 

" Some are, Ruth, and all ought to be." 

" A great many are very wicked, I know," con- 
tinued Ruth. 

" Then their punishment will be the greater. God 
has given them the opportunity of being good, by 
taking them into His church, and bestowing upon 
them his Holy Spirit." 

" And must we care about them if they are ever so 
bad?" said Ruth. 

** We must care by trying to teach them better. 
Church people are more our relations than others : I 
think you must understand now." 

"I am glad Roger was a church person," said Ruth. 

" So am I indeed, it gives me a much more happy 
feeling about him ; though if he had not been I hope 
Grod would have forgiven him ; because he woiild 
have been ignorant, and not wilfully sinful." 

"He can never be sinful now," observed Ruth. 
Mr Clifford walked on a few paces in silence. Ruth 
had said what had been in his own thoughts often 
during the day. 

" His grave is made under the old yew tree, in the 
east comer of the churchyard, shall we go and look 
at it?" he asked. Ruth put her hand within his, 
whilst Madeline went forward to open the little gate 
which led into the lane, dividing the churchyard from 
the parsonage garden. 
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It was a sheltered, quiet spot, which had been 
chosen for the last resting-place of the old fisherman. 
The ivy-covered wall protected it from the keen blast 
of the east wind, and the knotted branches of the 
dark yew spread over it, as if to guard it from the 
rays of the mid-day sun. There were not many 
graves near it ; only a few crumbling stones marked 
the spots where, in long past years, others, humble 
like himself had been committed to the dust ; beings, 
whose names, forgotten upon earth, were scarcely to 
be discovered from the half-de^ed letters which had 
recorded them, but whose souls, resting in the hands 
of God, were awaiting the unchangeable sentence 
either of condemnation or of mercy, " His trial is 
over," were the first words which Mr Clifford spoke ; 
" the end of ours is yet to come." Ruth fixed her 
eyes on the newly tumed-up earth ; it seemed im- 
possible that one, who had so lately lived and moved 
amongst them, should then be lying motionless be- 
neath it. 

" Did he never do any thing wrong I" asked Ma- 
deline, in a whispered voice. 

" Yes, Madeline ; often, very often : no day passed 
without it." 

" But, papa, he is happy." 

" Happy, we may believe, as surely as we can 
believe it of any human being ; but it is not because 
he never sinned, but because, for the sake of the 
Saviour in whom he trusted, his sins are forgiven !" 

" And God will forgive us, too," said Madeline, 
in a half anxious, half confident tone. 

" Yes, if we repent and amend here ; the for- 
giveness of sins is promised to us now, but there is 
no forgiveness in the world of spirits." 

'^ None!" said Madeline, as if the thought had 
struck her for the first time. 

'^ None!" repeated Mr Clifford; and leaning 
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against the old wall he covered his face with his 
hands. There was a silence of some minutes ; the 
children stood at the head of the fisherman's grave, 
and gazed mournfully around. Sweet summer flowers 
were springing amidst the green turf, and insects 
were buzzing in the warm, misty air ; the songs of 
birds fell blythely upon the ear, and the distant low- 
ing of cattle, and the tinkling of sheep bells, mingled 
with the low murmur of the waves which were 
breaking upon the sandy shore. At that moment all 
were unheeded, and a sense of the awfulness of death 
came over them such as they had never felt before. 

^' It seems so still, so quiet," said Ruth, as she 
drew near to her father's side. Mr Clifford looked 
at her and smiled. 

" It is right that it should be so, is it not, Ruth ? 
They who dwell here have given up all interest in 
the noise and the business of this world ; they are 
quiet themselves, and the place of their rest should 
be quiet likewise." 

" They will never hear any thing again," said 
Madeline, and the thought seemed full of sadness. 

" Yes, Madeline, they will ; one sound there is 
for which they are all waiting, — ^the sound of the arch- 
angel's trumpet which will summon the dead and 
the living to judgment. The bodies that are now 
mouldering away wiU then live, and move, and 
breathe again, even as we wake from our nightly 
rest to the business and the pleasures of the day." 

'^ But it does not seem that it can be," said Ruth, 
thoughtfiilly. 

" It is hard to think so when we look upon the 
graves of the dead," replied her father ; " but it is not 
hard when we look upon the earth and the sky. 
The God who could make the universe can do all 
things ; and the Saviour who raised Himself from 
the tomb will not fail to raise us likewise." 
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" To wake again ! *' said Knth ; " it is so strange ! * 

^' And more strange, still, Kuth, the life which 
we shall then begin to live will never end : whether 
it be happiness so great that we cannot conceive it, 
or misery so dreadM that the most horrible torments 
of earth are as nothing in comparison, there will be 
no sleep to break it." Again there was silence, in- 
terrupted only by the Kght, gentle sounds of the 
summer evening, Mr Clifford's eye wandered over 
the churchyard ; and as it rested upon a lonely grave, 
apart from all.others, in the farthest comer, he sHghtly 
shuddered, and an expression of great pain passed 
over his countenance. "Are you ill, papal" said 
Ruth, anxiously, when she noticed it. 

" No, my love:" and the look of peace which 
accompanied the words made Ruth happy again ; 
" but there are some things which always come to 
my mind in a churchyard, especially in this one, 
and they naturally ms^e me serious ; perhaps you 
would say melancholy." 

" Ought we to think of them, too, papal" 

" It is not possible you should, my love ; but there 
are many here whose lives were sinful, and their 
deaths, X fear, without repentance, for whom the 
thought of the life everlasting is ftill of terror." 

" Did you know them, papal" said Madeline. 

" Yes ; some I knew long, and I tried to warn 
them, but they would not listen ; and there was one, 
he who is buried by himself beneath the thorn, he 
had lived a wicked life, and when I spoke to him of 
his evil ways he mocked at me, and even closed his 
door against me ; and, at last, after some time had 
passed, I thought I would try once more. I went to 
him, and entreated, as if he had been my own child, 
that he would repent while yet there was time. He 
turned £rom me in anger, and said that he would 
never suffer me to open my lips to him again ; and 
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I never did ; God did not suffer it : that very night 
he was brought home dead." 

" I remember, papa," said Euth ; " nurse told me 
of it, but she did not seem frightened." 

^^ Because she did not think of that which was to 
come a^rwards. If we could imagine what it must 
be to enter upon the life which can never end, we 
should never speak lightly of death." 

" But we may be happy," said Ruth. 

" God in His mercy grant it, my child !" said Mr 
Clifford, earnestly. " Yes, we may be l\appy ; happy, 
as the Bible tells us, in a home so blessed ^at ^ eye 
hath not seen, nor ear heard ; neither hath it entered 
into the heart of man to conceive' its blessedness. 
But we may also be miserable, and now is the time 
of our trial." 

'' And will there never be an end ?" asked Made- 
line. 

" Never ; even if we were now to go down upon 
the sea-shore, and take a gram of sand from the 
^million upon millions that are collected there, and 
moving so slowly that (mr steps could scarcely be 
perceived, were to begin our journey towards the 
very farthest of those distant worlds which shine 
above us in the evening sky, and when we had left 
it were again to return for another, and another, and 
another, till every one of those tiny particles, both 
here and throughout the world, had been carried 
away, yet even then, when that immeasurable time 
had passed, we should be no nearer to the end of the 
life everlasting than we are now." 

Madeline tried to think, but she could not; she 
could not understand, and she felt unhappy. 

" We cannot hope to comprehend this clearly, my 
love," said Mr Clifford, " but we shall do well to 
think about it sometimes. It is easy to speak of the 
resurrection of the body, and the life everlasting ; the 
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words come like any other words ; they pass our lips 
easily, but they are, like the name of the all-holy Grod, 
aw^l and vast, and only to be mentioned with the 
fervent hope that when our bodies are raised, and 
our souls re-united to them, and we enter upon the 
life everlasting, it may be a life of joy in the presence 
of God." There was a tear in Madeline's eye as she 
turned to leave the churchyard : it was a tear not 
for the dead, who were resting there, not for the 
fisherman, whose cottage was empty, but it was a 
tear for her own faults ; for the sins which, though 
they had been forgiven, were still so frequently recalled 
to mind, and which, if she had persisted in them, 
would have unfitted her for the happiness of heaven. 
Madeline was learning by degrees that her life on 
earth, even her life as a little child, might bring upon 
her happiness, or misery, for ever. 
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CHAPTER XVL 

How quickly time passes I so we all say, upon meet- 
ing friends after absence, or when an event happens 
which has raised our expectations, or even when we 
stay quietly in our homes, and occupy ourselves in 
our daily duties. It is only when we look forward 
that time seems long. When Ruth and Madeline 
were first told that they were to go to school, the 
period seemed years off. Two months appeared as 
if they would never be over. Yet the days slid by 
almost without notice, and in the midst of lessons, 
and play, and the business of preparation, came, 
almost as if it had never been thought of, the very 
week fixed for their departure. Time was short to 
them, for they were usefully engaged, and notwith- 
standing the prospect of separation, there was much 
to give them pleasure. But time was very long to 
one who, like them, had lessons and occupations, but 
who was conscious that she had forfeited the good 
opinion of her best Mend, and who could never 
look in her face without being reminded of the grief 
she had caused her. Alice Lennox was forgiven, — 
forgiven, that is, so fiar, that after two days of soli- 
tary punishment, when her proud heart was in a 
measure subdued, and Lady Catharine went to her 
and found her crying, and heard her confess how 
wrongly she had acted, and beg that Madeline might 
be told she was sorry, then, and not before, she 
was allowed to leave her room and return to her 
usual pursuits. But Alice saw that every thing was 
changed. Lady Catharine never reproached her, 
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and even Marsham ceased to find fault with her. 
She was allowed to employ herself as much as she 
chose ; but there was but Httle notice taken of any 
thing which she did. If her lessons were well done, 
Lady Catharine scarcely looked pleased; if they 
were badly done, she scarcely seemed to think it 
worth while to reprove her. And no one spoke to 
her of the future. No one said, " This day week, or 
this day fortnight, such a thing will most probably 
happen, do you think you shall like it?" and when 
Lady Catharine once mentioned her intention of 
paying a visit to a friend, she gave Alice no idea of 
what would become of her in the meantime. There 
was an air of mystery over every thing, and Alice 
saw herself suddenly shut out from all the attention 
which she had before been accustomed to receive. 
She was nobody. What she did, or what she did 
not do, seemed equally a matter of indifference. 
Why, — she dared not ask. Lady Catharine was so 
silent, so occupied, she could not interrupt her. It 
was not now as it had been, when Alice felt some- 
thing of a child's privilege with a mother, and knew 
that she should be listened to with pleasure. Strict 
though Lady Catharine had formerly been, it had 
been merely the strictness of over anxiety and affec- 
tion ; and Alice could better have borne any rules, 
than she could the being allowed to follow her own 
will, with no one apparently to care for her. 

She began to repent her misconduct &r more truly 
than she had done when shut up in punishment; 
then she had, indeed, shed tears of sorrow, because 
she was weary of being alone, and vexed at her own 
folly for having brought upon herself so much suffer- 
ing ; but she was proud, — ^she thought herself hardly 
used. Now she had nothing to complain of; — she 
was fed, and taught, and allowed to walk about and 
amuse herself. The iiersonB who came to the house 
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saw no marked change in the manner in which shls 
was treated, and yet Alice was wretched. Night 
after night she laid her head upon her pillow, and 
cried herself to sleep ; and morning after morning 
she awoke with a heavy weight upon her heart, and 
a dread of the long day that was before her, without 
the prospect of a single word of encouragement ; and, 
worse than all, Alice felt that she was no longer 
trusted. Her word was doubted. She was not told 
so, but she found, that if any thing happened in which 
there was occasion for her to say what she had done, 
or what she had seen, immediately there was a hesi- 
tation, — some one else was called in to answer like- 
wise ; or, if that could not be, even the servants 
would pause, and say, " Well, it might be so, but 
they could not be certain." Alice's assurances were 
no longer taken for truth : this was a most severe 
trial. Alice Lennox was by nature proud, wilful, 
and insincere ; but she was also warm-hearted and 
energetic, and full of respect for those whom she 
knew to be good. Their approbation was the one 
thing which she longed for, and it was this which had 
attached her to Lady Catharine, when she had been, 
what many persons would have called, severely treated. 
Even, during this heavy time, Alice did not dislike 
Lady Catharine: she trembled before her, dreaded 
her appearance, gladly escaped from the breakfast 
or the dinner table to be out of reach of her eye, 
but it was only because she was ashamed of herself, 
because she was conscious that she had forfeited any 
claim to confidence. Lady Catharine was still re- 
ligious, benevolent, and self-denying, devoted to Grod, 
and unwearied in relieving the wants of her fellow 
creatures ; and Alice, when she most shrank from the 
sound of her voice, still felt that it was the voice of 
one whose goodness she ought sincerely to strive to 
imitate. Yet a change did come at last. Slowly as 
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the hours passed; yet thej did at length bring an 
alteration in Alice's life. There were preparations 
for some event; what she could not tell; but her 
drawers were overlooked, her linen was counted, her 
frocks were brought out and tried on, and one whole 
afternoon Lady Catharine spent in examining her 
school-books, mi putting a^de a certain number. 
There were long consultations between Marsham and 
her mistress; and Mr Clifford came frequently to 
the Manor: his coming, however, made but little 
difference to Alice ; he had scarcely noticed her since 
the day when he had so vainly tried to make an 
impression upon her. The names of Madeline and 
Ruth never in her presence passed his lips, except on 
one occasion, when he had particularly mentioned 
that Madeline sent her love; and Alice could not 
bring herself to speak of them. On one day Mr 
Clifford paid a third visit, a most unusual occurrence, 
and Alice, having escaped from the drawing-room as 
he entered, found her way into the garden. It was 
not for pleasure that she went there. She had her 
flowers, it is true, but Lady Catharine never asked 
now how they were looking ; and she had a rabbit 
to pet, but Madeline and Ruth were not there to 
see how tame it was, or to pick cabbage-leaves to 
feed it. There was the summer-house to go to, 
but there was no particular amusement in being in 
it alone ; and there was always something imcom- 
fortable in Alice's mind when she sat there think- 
ing, — a recollection of the beginning of her faults, 
and a remembrance of Benson appearing at the 
garden gate, and of the day when she had strayed 
into the servants' court. From thence was to be 
seen also the end of the house, and the windows of 
the forbidden rooms. The summer-house could not 
be agreeable, and Alice preferred sauntering up and 
down the walks, or sitting upon the steps with her 

VOL. I. p 
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back to the green door into the park; any thing 
rather than be so constantly reminded of how much 
happier she might have been than she was. She 
thought of what might be going to happen to her, — 
of the probability that she would be sent to school,—^ 
the same school with Madeline and Ruth ; she should 
like that ; but perhaps Lady Catharine would tell 
upon her, and all the girls would know that she had 
been a story-teller and deceitful. It was dreadful to 
have done something which she was a&aid might be 
known, and the slight feeling of pleasure which Alice 
had entertained in the prospect of school was gone in 
an instant. She was lonely and wretched. Now 
that her dear mamma was gone, it did not seem that 
there was any one to take an interest in her. Alice 
had not felt so before, but the misery of her own 
heart made her overlook every blessing which she 
still enjoyed. She remembered Benson, but the 
remembrance did not give her pleasure. Benson 
had been very kind, and when she was quite a little 
girl, and did not know any better, she had been 
satisfied with her; but Alice, within the last few 
months, had learnt that persons were to be valued 
for something beyond kindness ; she had no respect 
for Benson, and without respect no love can be 
lasting. Besides, Benson had never ventured near 
the Manor since the day of the discovery in the east 
rooms, and Alice had accidentally heard the cook 
tell MjEU*sham that she was gone away for some time ; 
and even if she had been at Laneton, Alice would not 
have been tempted again to break Lady Catharine's 
commands, and meet her by stealth. It was a long 
hour that Alice stayed in the garden. She did not 
know whether Mr Clifford was still in the house, and 
she disliked seeing him. At length the glass door, 
which opened from the stone hall, was opened, and 
Lady Catharine appeared alone. She walked slowly 
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up the path, stopping as she went to gather a few 
flowers, and to give an order to the gardener. Alice 
kept at a distance, waiting till some notice should be 
taken of her. Lady Catharine drew near, and whilst 
still examining some flowers, she said coldly, '^ Alice, 
you had better go in, Marsham wants you." 

Alice obeyed instantly, but she was chilled to the 
heart, and her eyes filled with tears. Marsham was 
impatient ; she had been looking for her, and calling 
her, and her temper, which was none of the sweetest, 
was more than usually irritable. Alice's dress was 
taken off, and put aside in a box with several others, 
and a new one was put on. Alice was pleased at 
the change, though it made her angry to be pulled 
about roughly, and told to stand still, just as if she 
were a child of two years old : " That is not the 
place for my frock, Marsham," she said pettishly, 
when the operation of dressing was over. 

" Never you mind. Miss Alice ; little girls should 
not ask questions, and give trouble." 

Alice knew that she had done neither the one 
nor the other, and she was provoked : " But, Mar- 
sham, it never does go there, it is always kept in my 
bottom drawer ; and if you don't put it there, I shall 
not know where to find it." 

*' And much that will signify ! don't you trouble 
your head about it. I'll take care fast enough." 
Marsham looked mysterious, and kneeling on the 
floor, began industriously filling the same trunk with 
more of Alice's things. 

"But Marsham, indeed — ^what are you doing? 
I don't like my things touched," exclaimed Alice, 
indignantly. 

Another mysterious look was the answer: the 
work rapidly progressed, and in a short time the 
box was declared to be so full that it would be 
necessary to call in assistance in order to make it 



212 LANETON PAESONAGE, 

shut. Alice stood, watching what was going on ; 
one minute asking a question, then venting her 
anger at receiving no answer ; and gradually work- 
ing herself up into a state of extreme irritation. 
Marsham however went on unheeding; the box 
was dragged into the passage, one of the men-ser- 
vants was called to close it, the key was turned, 
and Marsham departed. At the same moment the 
bell rang, and Alice was sunmioned to tea. For the 
last two months she had been in the habit of taking 
it with Lady Catharine, and once she had enjoyed 
the half-hour and looked forward to it. Now, it 
was a silent meal ; eating and drinking seemed the 
one thing to be thought of ; and when this was over 
Alice was ordered to look out her music books, and 
to fetch her work-box; and being supplied with 
needles, thread, pins, and other requisites for work, 
she was employed for some time in winding silk and 
filling a needle-book and pincushion ; and was then 
ordered to carry her box up stairs to Marsham. 
Alice's curiosity was becoming painM ; yet she 
dared not ask a single question. She lingered to 
see what would be done with her box, but it was 
placed on the table and left. Marsham said ^^ thank 
you," as if she knew quite well why it was brought, 
and Alice was obliged to go down stairs again. Af- 
terwards followed the looking out of a few story books. 
That was not a difficult task — she had not many, 
and there was no fear of their being hidden among 
the lesson-books, for the lesson-shelf was nearly 
empty. Slates, copy-books, desks, and papers, had 
disappeared. The school-room looked deserted. Per- 
haps Lady Catharine thought so, for she sighed as 
she gazed around, and her eyes glistened with tears : 
Alice's heart might be heavy, but there was one 
heart yet heavier. All the business was at length 
finished. It was clear to her now what was about 
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to bappen, — she was going to schooL But where ? 
when I would it be the very next day ? More than 
ever she longed to ask. It wanted half an hour to 
her bed-time, and she drew near the fire, opposite to 
Lady Catharine, hoping that now, at last, some in- 
formation would be given her. Lady Catharine took 
out her watch, and stirring the fire to make a blaze, 
looked at it and again sighed. " Eight o'clock ! you 
had better go, Alice ; there is a journey in store for 
you to-morrow, and you must be up early." Alice 
rose to obey; she approached Lady Catharine to 
wish her good night, expecting the cold, quiet kiss, 
which lately had been her only mark of afiection. 
But it was a strange kiss this night — ^long and fer- 
vent even as the kiss of a mother's fondness ; Lady 
Catharine's arm was thrown aroimd her, and her 
hand was held with a trembling grasp. No word 
was spoken^ but the Gk)d, " who seeth the heart," 
heard an earnest entreaty for his blessing upon a 
weak and sinful child ; and when Alice had left the 
room Lady Catharine Hyde buried her face in her 
hands, and gave vent to a sorrow which no human 
eye would have been permitted to witness. 

Parting with those we love must of necessity be 
one of the great trials of human life. So many 
accidents, so many changes, may happen before we 
meet again; and there are very few who have 
faith enough to feel that there is an All-seeing eye, 
and an Almighty arm equally at hand to watch over 
and protect in their absence as in their presence. We 
fancy, who does not fimcy ? that our friends are safest 
when with us. Even ISLr Clifford, as he sat with his 
wife and children by the cheerful fire on the last 
evening which they were to spend together, expe- 
rienced something of the same misgiving, though it 
was checked directly it was discovered. " To-mor- 
row ! " said Ruth, and every one repeated to-morrow ; 
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and then there was a pause; Madeline's thoughts 
were in the stage-coach, Ruth's in the drawing-room 
of Mrs Carter's house, which she had already begun 
to picture to herself. Mrs Clifford rose from her 
seat, and walked rather quickly about the room, 
taking up boxes and portfolios to see if any thing had 
been left behind. She had done so once or twice 
before ; she had not really any fear; but a sudden rest- 
lessness had seized her: she longed for something to do. 

^' Dear mamma," said Madeline, following her, 
" can't I help you?" 

" No, thank you, my love; I don't want any 
thing," and Mrs Clifford sat down again as suddenly 
as she had moved. Ruth was resting on a low stool, 
and her head was leaning against her father's knee. 
He passed his hand over her hair, but he did not 
speak for some time. At length he observed, 

" Some one else is to say good-bye to Laneton to- 
morrow. Can you guess who t " 

Madeline looked up hastily, ^^ Some one else, papa? 
a child, do you mean?" 

^* Yes, a child ; some one you know." 

Madeline scarcely required to think. " Alice," she 
exclaimed, whilst her voice was husky, and her cheek 
became crimson. 

" She is going to school, also," said Mr Clifford. 
There was a peculiar tone in his voice which showed 
that he had serious thoughts in his mind. 

" To Mrs Carter's?" asked Ruth, eagerly. 

" Yes, to Mrs Carter's? you will have the same 
companion there as here." 

" Not the same, papa," said Ruth ; " Madeline will 
never do so again." 

" We must hope not." Mr Clifford had learnt to 
speak doubtfully upon the probability of any person's 
goodness, much more upon that of one so unstable as 
Madeline. 
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'^ Is Alice to go with us?'' asked Madeline, in an 
tinder voice. 

" No, she will travel alone with Lady Catharine. 
Alice goes to school for punishment.** 

" I am sure Alice is very sorry for being naughty," 
said Euth. 

^^ I trust and think she is. Lady Catharine thinks 
so, too ; but Alice's ^Etults will require much time to 
correct, and so will yours. Perhaps when you are 
together again you may all be led into mischief." 

" You are always ^&aid for us, papa," said Ruth, 
whilst she drew her head up rather proudly. 

" Fear is safe," replied Mr Clifford ; " it teaches 
us to be on our guard. My great fear for you, Ruth, 
is, that you do not fear." 

" And for me, papa?" said Madeline. 

" No, my love, I think you have learnt to fear. 
Your danger is, that you will not think before you 
act; that you listen to every one who talks to you, 
and jump into a fault before you well know what you 
are doing. You say yes to every thing in an instant." 

" And what is Alice's?" said Ruth. 

" I do not know Alice, as I do you, my dear 
child ; perhaps she is wilful and determined; but we 
will not talk about her in that way." 

" You won't be afraid for us when we grow up," 
said Ruth. 

" Yes, more than I am now, unless you have made 
good use of your childhood, and have firm, strong 
characters." 

^^ I dare say we shall have, as we are going to 
school," said Ruth; " we shall be able to do like 
others more." 

'^ And what do you think these others will be like? 
will they all be good?" 

" I don't know," said Ruth, considering. 

" I am sure they learn a great deal," observed 
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Madeline ; '^ Fanny Evans goes to school, and she 
writes French letters, and next year she is going td 
begin Italian." 

" And you can do, — ^what? " 

" Only French exercises — easy ones. I never tried 
to write a letter." 

" And Fanny Evans reads Grecian history, too, 
papa," said Euth; '< and she can say all the gods and 
goddesses, and the popes, and the French kings." 

" Very wise, indeed," said Mr Clifford ; " I don't 
know what Mrs Carter will say to two such little 
ignoramuses as you." 

<< Mamma wrote to Mrs Carter, and told her not 
to ask us hard questions," said Madeline. 

" I don't thmk I should very much mind being 
asked," observed Ruth. " You know Fanny Evans 
is eleven years old— eleven and a half now ; and she 
has been at school three years, and Alice knows 
hardly any thing about history; she will be much 
worse off." 

" Alice can say her English dates, though," said 
Madeline ; '^ and I think Lady Catharine has taught 
her a good deal. But do you know, papa, she used 
to read < Jack and the beanstalk' to Benson?" 

The two children grew quite merry at the idea of 
such a lesson, and Madeline having somewhat re- 
covered the sensation of shame, which had come over 
her upon the mention of Alice's name, declared that 
she should like her being there of all things. 

" But it is so odd for her not to set off with us," 
said Euth; " shall we see her as we go along?" 

" No, she will travel by a different road in a car- 
riage." 

^< And won't she sleep in our room, for us to talk 
to her?" said Madeline. 

" When I went to school," replied Mrs Clifford, 
<< no talking in rooms was allowed." 
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" None, mamma, not a word! oh, how cruel!*' 

" Not at all like home!" exclaimed the children, 
and in an instant Mrs Carter's house assumed very 
much the aspect of a prison. 

" But what shall we do? we can't undress without 
talking; it will be so very dull," said Madeline. 

" So very, very duU," echoed Ruth. The bright 
smiles which, a few minutes before, had lighted up 
their faces vanished; and in their stead tears gathered 
in their eyes, notwithstanding their endeavours to 
check them. 

'^ I did not think at all it would be so strict," said 
Ruth. 

" I thought it was to be just like home," said 
Madeline. 

*' And that we might run in the garden and read, 
and laugh, and do what we liked," continued Ruth. 

" Yes; all the same as we do now, Ruth, only have 
some others with us, and Mrs Carter to take care of 
us." 

" Please, papa, may we stay with you ? " said Ruth, 
caressingly. 

"Impossible, quite impossible!" and Mr Clifford 
shook his head. Ruth turned sadly away ; after that 
word, impossible, she had never any hope of gaining 
her point. 

" To-morrow," she once more repeated, but there 
was more of melancholy in her voice than there had 
been before. " Papa, we would be so very good if 
you would let us stay." 

" Ruth, my love, this is but a new fancy. School 
is not at all worse to-day than it was yesterday." 

" If we might only talk when we go to bed," said 
Madeline, while the tears flowed down her cheek. 
Her mamma took her upon her lap, laughing at her 
being such a great baby. 

"I never did like it," said Ruth ; " I never said 
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that I did. When I was told first, I could not bear 
it'* 

<^ And, niamma, we shall not see you such a long, 
long time,'' half whispered Madeline ; and she turned 
her head aside whilst she played with her mamma's 
watch chain, vainly striving to recover her compo- 
sure. Mrs Clifibrd felt as sorrowM at the thought 
as her little girl. " Part of September, and October, 
and November, and a bit of December," she said ; 
'< not more than three months." 

It was but poor comfort, and Ruth's sigh was very 
deep. "Weill" said Mr Clifford, "perhaps, after 
all, it is best not to try to be comforted. Three 
months must seem a long time, and school is not as 
pleasant as home, and we would none of us be parted 
if we could help it," 

Ruth looked up in his face. " Do you really think 
80, papa?" 

" Yes, really ; I have not been so uncomfortable 
for a long time ; I don't know what I might do if I 
were left to myself: cry too, perhaps, and poor 
mamma is worse than all, I suspect." Madeline's 
lips were pressed to her mamma's cheek. A tear 
was resting on it, and Mrs Clifford smiled at being 
found out. 

" And now, that we have all confessed to being 
unhappy, suppose we ring for candles, and go to tea," 
continued Mr Clifford. Half of Ruth's grief had 
vanished when she saw that it was shared by others ; 
and she busied herself in putting away the books. 
Madeline ran to fetch the keys ; the fire was stirred ; 
the candles were placed upon the table ; the urn was 
brought in ; and in a few minutes they were all 
seated around it, and school was again the subject of 
discussion. A merry one, however, for the children 
tried to forget the expected dulness of bed-time, and 
their mamma was appealed to with questions about 
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her own school-days. Questions which would alwajs 
have been interesting, but now seemed really of con- 
sequence. Bed-time came at last, earlier than usual ; 
for the same reason which Lady Catharine had given 
to Alice, there was a long journey in prospect the 
next day. 

" They shall read to me to-night, I think," said 
Mr Clifford to his wife, as the clock struck eight. 
"There is no very great hurry, and it is the last 
night." 

Ruth had a most uncomfortable feeling in her 
throat, and Madeline's tears broke out afresh. " Did 
you read at school, mamma 1 " she said in a broken 
voice. 

" Yes, but alone in my own room, after we had 
prayers down stairs." 

Ruth brought the book, but it was very difficult 
to find the place ; something seemed to come across 
her eyes and blind them. She turned over the pages 
quickly. " It is the 119th Psalm to-night, papa," she 
said, as her father took the prayer-book from her. 

" Suppose I were to read for you just this once." 
The children drew near, an arm was thrown round 
each little waist, and their mamma turned aside from 
the light, and cried quietly. Ruth looked round, 
wishing her to come to the table, but Mr Clifford 
made a sign that she was not to be disturbed, and 
immediately began reading. There were but a few 
verses : short, and very simple : telling of the blessed- 
ness of those that are " undefiled in their way, and 
walk in the law of the Lord ;" those that " keep his 
testimonies, and seek him with their whole heart." 
A wish there was also, that God would direct the 
ways of his servants, and enable them to keep his 
statutes; and the promise of the thankfulness of 
" an unfeigned heart," when " the judgments 6f his 
righteousness" should have been fully learnt. Mr 
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Clifford read the words slowly, and as he came to 
the end he said, ^^ the next portion too is beautiM ; 
we may all learn something &om it to-night. It 
tells us how young men and the aged, how parents 
and little children, may cleanse their ways, and walk 
according to the law of their God." Ruth and Made- 
line listened to their &.ther's voice, and felt that it 
had seldom before sounded so solemn. " * My de- 
light shall be in thy statutes, and I will not forget 
thy word;"* he repeated a second time, when fiie 
additional portion of the psalm was ended. ^< That 
was the declaration of a wise and good man, and his 
blessedness also." 

<' Do statutes mean laws ?" asked Buth. 

" Yes ; and it shows how good the person who 
wrote the psalm must have been, that he could ven- 
ture to promise to the All-seeing God that he would 
take a delight in His laws. Generally speaking, 
persons do not take a delight in God's laws, — they 
find them troublesome." 

^' Do you take a delight in them, papa?" said 
Madeline. 

" I hope I do, in a degree, my love ; though not 
at all as I ought ; but I should be very miserable 
without them." 

"Do you think we shall, some day!" said 
Buth. 

" Yes, indeed I do : it is my greatest comfort when 
I think upon what your future life may be." 

" But what good will it do you, papa ? " said Made- 
line. 

" It will prove to me that you are in Gx)d's favour, 
under His protection, and so I shall not be a&aid of 
any thing that may happen to you." 

Madeline sighed. " It is very hard to be good, 
now," she said. 

" And not at all pleasant, sometimes," continued 
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Mr Clifford. " But the doing must come first, and 
the pleasure will be certain to follow." 

" Now, whilst we are children?" inquired Ruth. 

" Yes, if you are really in earnest. Even children 
can understand what a blessing it is to have a Being 
to love them who is so powerful that he made them 
as well as all the world ; and to have a friend in 
God's Blessed Son, who by his death has redeemed 
them and all mankind from the anger of God, and 
has promised them great happiness in heaven ; and 
even children, when they wish to be good, can feel 
what a help it is to know that they have some one 
always near, God the Holy Ghost, to sanctify or 
make them holy." 

" Who sanctifieth me and all the elect people of 
God," repeated Madeline, for the words seemed to come 
quite naturally. 

" Ah ! if you could but remember that, my dear 
child!" said Mrs Clifford, approaching the table. 
" If you could learn to think of it now !" 

" You would not mind our going to school, mamma," 
whispered Ruth. 

" Mind it, — I should, because it would still be 
parting from you ; but it would not be the same sort, 
of minding." 

" It must not be so now," said Mr Clifford ; " we 
must none of us doubt and think that God will forget 
those whom He has elected or chosen to be His." 

" Oh ! papa ; how do we knowl " and Ruth looked 
up in surprise. 

" You forget the outward mark, Ruth." 

"Our baptism," said Ruth, blushing. 

" Yes, that is the sign of our being chosen, of our 
being numbered amongst God's elect now." 

" But hereafter — " began Mrs Clifford, — she could 
not finish the sentence. Her husband looked at her 
tenderly. 
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" We will trust for the hereafter," he said, " to 
Him who has so blessed us at the present. He who 
took our darlings to be his own, when we offered 
them to Him at their baptism, will surely, if we all 
pray to Him, sanctify their hearts and guard them 
firom sin, whatever temptations may assail them." 

" But if we are chosen, there is no fear," said Kuth. 

" The Israelites were chosen," replied Mr Clifford ; 
** they are constantly called God's chosen people ; 
yet of all those who were taken from bondage in 
Egypt, and who passed through the Red Sea, which 
is tiie type or figure of christian baptism, but a few, 
a very few in comparison, entered the promised 
land." 

" The others died," said Ruth, in a serious voice. 
Though she had read the account so often, it seemed 
as if she had never thought much of it before. 

" Yes, in the wilderness," replied her father, " and 
their history is written for our example. Yet the 
fact of having been chosen is a cause for great thank- 
fulness ; it gives us hope, and especially when we 
have reason to believe that the Holy Spirit is really 
sanctifying or making us holy, that we are obtaining 
the victory over our sinful tempers." 

" If we are not," began Ruth. 

" If we are not, there is great cause for fear. It 
is as if the child of a great prince were to despise 
his blessings, and neglect his duties, and leaving his 
fether's home were to dwell amongst persons who 
were ignorant and vile, till at length he became like 
them," 

" But we are not princesses," said Madeline. 

" Not on earth, not to the eyes of men, but we 
are something far greater, — ^we have been numbered 
amongst the elect people of God ; and if we continue 
stedfast to the end, there is a crown awaiting us in 
heaven, so bright and so lasting, that the first of 
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earthly monarchs might well give up all for its pos- 
session." 

" They think you are speaking fix)m fency,** said 
Mrs CHfford. 

" Nay," replied her husband, and a smile of hap- 
piness and hope passed over his features, " I am 
speaking really— of that which I believe and know — 
for it is written in the Word of God. And even 
now, if their eyes were opened, and they could see 
all that is really passing around them, they would 
surely find themselves walking in the midst of angels 
and in the presence of God ; and guarded and loved 
with a love as much greater than yours and mine, as 
the God of heaven is superior to a sinM human being. 
They are God's children," he continued, " and whilst 
they remember this they are safe." 

" Ah ! whilst they remember," repeated Mrs Clif- 
ford anxiously. 

Her husband smiled cheerfully, and as he kissed 
his little girls, and pressed them fondly to his heart, 
he said, " Yes, to learn to remember, is for us all the 
great business of life." The children lingered still, 
but the conversation was ended, and they were obliged 
to go. What had been said, however, was not for- 
gotten, for as they Ifdd their heads upon their pillow, 
Ruth said to Madeline, " We will try and remember, 
Madeline, — ^won't we f " 
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CHAPTER XVn. 

Is there any time in the year more pleasant than a 
bright morning in early autumn, when the air is Soft 
yet bracing, and the leaves are only just beginning 
to change, and white clouds flit rapidly across a blue 
sky, and as we wake from our comfortable sleep with 
a feeling of health, and open our window to look out 
upon the beauty which God has spread out for our 
enjoyment, our minds, as well as our bodies, seem 
strengthened, and we are able to look forward with- 
out fear to the business or the trial of the day ? Ma- 
deline and her sister could not have told why it was 
that leaving home seemed so much less sad the next 
morning, but they felt that it was so. They had 
thoughts of cheerfulness, rather than of melancholy, 
when Martha called them and told them to dress 
quickly that they might be in time for the coach ; 
and the sight of their trunks and baskets, and aU the 
preparations for their journey, was rather a pleasure 
than not. They dwelt less upon the home they were 
to leave than upon the new places they were about 
to visit. " I don't care about going in the coach to 
Cottington," said Madeline, who, according to her 
usual custom, stood wasting her time at the window, 
" but what I shall like will be the railroad." 

" And London," added Ruth, " beautiful London ; 
and all the shops. Mamma says we shall be two 
hours there before we have to go to Mrs Carter's." 

" It is so odd about Alice," said Madeline ; " I 
can't think why she doesn't go with us. It seems, 
somehow, as if she was a prisoner, doesn't it ?" 
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*^ It does not signify what she seems like now," 
replied Ruth, " we have no time for thinking about 
her. If you stand dawdling in that way, Madeline, 
you will be too late." 

"Too late!" repeated Madeline, slowly. She 
stopped to consider for an instant, and then, as if the 
words had given her a new power of exerting herself, 
began to dress quickly. 

Mrs Clifford came in to help them. Martha corded 
the boxes, the gardener was called in to carry them 
down stairs, and then the two children were told to 
go to breakfast. It was quite a grand breakfast for 
them— cold meat, and eggs, and dry toast ; and they 
might eat what they liked ; but, on this first day of 
their having such a permission, their appetites were 
gone; they wanted nothing. Dressing had made 
them feel differently. They had a very unpleasant 
sensation at their hearts, and when Mr Clifford said 
that he fancied he heard the coach, Ruth felt as if 
she should be choked. There might have been some 
cause for this in the alteration in their manmia's 
countenance, for Mrs Clifford was pale, and there 
was a dark heavy shade around her eyes, as if she 
had not slept well. There was a quivering, too, 
every now and then, about her lips ; and when she 
tried to cut some bread and butter, her hand shook. 
Every one seemed unhappy, except, perhaps, Mr 
Clifford. He appeared more cheerful than usual; 
but, when he had said something to make the chil- 
dren laugh, he would leave off suddenly, and put 
down his knife and fork, and walk away to the 
window. That was very unlike his usual manner, 
certainly, but Ruth thought he might be trying to 
become grave again. 

" The coach, sir," said Martha, opening the 
door. 

Mr Clifford rose immediately : " Come, my loves^ 
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there is no time to lose ; if you want anything more, 
you must take a biscuit with you." 

" I have quite finished, papa," said Madeline, 
struggling in vain to retain her tears. Ruth pushed 
her plate away, but sat still, gazing fixedly before 
her. 

" Ruth — my dear child — ^pray — ^indeed, you must 
be quick," exclaimed Mrs Clifford. 

At the sound of her mamma's voice, Ruth started. 

" Yes, I know — ^Madeline, shall I bring " but, 

before the sentence was finished, Ruth burst into 
tears, and throwing her arms round her mamma's 
neck, sobbed aloud. Mrs Clifford felt it was no time 
for giving way to grief, and gently disengaging her- 
self, she said : 

" This is not like you, my own Ruth ; I thought 
we were all to try and show self-command." 

Ruth's pride was touched; she made a great 
effort to subdue her distress, and, without venturing 
again to speak, ran to fetch her bonnet. Madeline 
went with her, and the first burst of sorrow was 
checked by the necessary parting instructions as to 
the boxes, and the frocks, and the pa^^cel to be given 
to Mrs Carter, and, above all, by the injunctions to 
write often, and say everything that came into their 
heads. The coachman was looking impatient, and 
muttering a prophecy that they should be too late 
for the train. " Once more, dear, dear mamma," 
said Ruth, and she held up her face for the last kiss. 
Madeline held her mother's hand so tight that it 
became almost pain. 

" We will think of the day after to-morrow," 
said Mr Clifford, as he hurried the children into 
the coach, and then returned to take his own fare*- 
well. Mrs Clifford did not try to say good-bye; 
her eyes were dimmed with tears, but she stood at 
the door, and gazed at the two little £aces which 
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peeped from the window, and, when the comer of 
the village street was turned, she still strained her 
sight to catch a glimpse of the heavily-laden coach, 
as it slowly wound its way up the steep hill of 
Laneton. At length, however, even that distant 
view was denied her, and she was compelled to 
return to her ordinary duties, with a heavy heart, 
but with full trust that God had heard her prayers, 
and would guard her husband and her children from 
all evil. 

The day closed in drearily, the sky became over- 
cast with clouds, the wind moaned amongst the 
trees, and from time to time drifted to the ground 
the few faded leaves which already began to give 
warning of the coming winter. It was an autumn 
evening ; always rather mournful, but in some places 
more so than in others. In London and its neigh- 
bourhood, many things unite to make it particularly 
dull to strangers, who have no old friends and 
cheerftil firesides to welcome them. Mrs Carter's 
school-room might have been thought dull by many. 
It looked out into a garden, a large one for London, 
or rather for the environs of London. There was a 
smooth piece of turf in front of the window, marked 
by many brown patches amongst a few of green, 
which had lately sprung up by the help of a refresh- 
ing rain. A fine beech tree grew in the centre, 
around which was nailed a boarded seat ; and some 
trim flower-beds, with a tolerably fair show of dahlias 
and chrysanthemums, bordered the neat gravel walks. 
It was a very pretty garden for London, and a very 
pleasant play-ground for Mrs Carter's school ; and 
the little troop of girls, who were amusing them- 
selves in it for the spare half hour before tea, cared 
nothing for the cloudy sky, or the moaning wind, 
and had no thought to give to the brown turf. Their 
own homes might be prettier, but they were very 
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happy where they were ; and what with the occnpa- 
tion of learning.^ and the pleasure of playing, there 
was but little time left for regrets. School to them 
was not at all an unhappy place, but a child, situated 
like Alice Lennox, who looked for the first time 
upon the high walls, the roofs of the surrounding 
houses, and the dusky sky with the streaks of orange 
and red, shining din^y through the smoke of London, 
would probably have been filled with melancholy 
thoughts, and have found little to please in the tree, 
the walk, or the flower-beds, or even in the voices 
of laughter which from time to time rang merrily 
in the air. Alice had passed a day of ^tigue and 
annoyance, travelling the greater part of the time in 
Lady Catharine's chariot, without speaking or being 
spoken to ; and (except when the horses were changed) 
stopping only once, for about a couple of hours, 
at the house of a lady whom Lady Catharine was 
desirous of seeing. The early part of the journey 
was agreeable enough ; for Alice, like Madeline and 
Buth, felt the enjoyment of the lovely weather, and 
found an interest in the country and the towns 
through which she passed, which is denied to a 
traveller on a railroad ; but she could not forget that 
she was seated by Lady Catharine's side, and that 
she was going to school because she had not behaved 
well at home. Where the school was to be, even 
then Alice did not know. She had asked Marsham, 
but had obtained no answer; and though a hope 
lingered in her mind that it might be Mrs Carter's, 
and that she might again meet Madeline and Kuth, 
there was also a fear that it might be in some distant 
place, far away from all she loved, where she^hould 
L k^pt wit/strictneas, or even severity. TMs 
seemed to her the mos); natural idea, for if she was 
really going to^Mi'S Carter's, why was she not told 
at once? Half her fe^ woujd be over then, and 
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she did not believe that Lady Catharine wished to 
torment her. If any comfort were to be had from 
knowing where her fiiture residence was to be, she 
thought that she should have been told long before. 
Alice did not know that this silence was part of Lady 
Catharine's punishment. It was considered right 
that her going to school should be made as serious 
a thing as possible, in order to produce a due effect 
on her mind. Lady Catharine judged rightly, that 
when Alice knew she was to be in Mrs Carter^s 
house, and to have Madeline and Kuth for her com- 
panions, the change, instead of being a punishment, 
would almost appear a pleasure. For this reason it 
was that the journey was silent and gloomy. Lady 
Catharine told the names of the towns, and once or 
twice pointed out some particular places, a gentle- 
man's house, or a spot celebrated in history, but she 
said scarcely any thing besides ; and when they rested 
in the middle (Mf the day, Alice spent the two hours 
by herself with no employment but that of eating 
her luncheon, whilst Lady Catharine and her friend 
were engaged in conversation. It was about three 
o'clock in the afternoon ^en they again resumed 
their journey, through rather a pretty country ; and 
Alice, pleased at having something more to amuse 
her, felt her spirits rise in consequence. After all, 
she might be going to Mrs Carter's ; and at the 
thought her curiosity rose to such a pitch, that she 
actually turned round to ask the question. But she 
could not put it into words ; there was that in Lady 
Catharine's fece which repelled her. She was read- 
ing also, and it would be against her especial order 
to interrupt her ; so Alice once more looked out for 
the milestones, which were her greatest comfort, 
as they told her that she was at least on the road to 
London, and thus -gave her the greatest probability 
of being finally deposited at the wished-for door* 
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Bj degrees the beauty of the day passed off, and the 
loveliness of the country seemed to be passing also. 
There were more houses — ^regular rows, with straight 
bits of garden, consisting of a strip of tur^ and a 
narrow border of flowers, and a line of pavement 
leading up to each door. Occasionally a large red 
brick mansion, surrounded by a very high wall, 
stood back in melancholy grandeur from the road, 
apparently too proud to associate with its neighbours. 
Then came an inn, with the sign of the Black 
Horse, or the Blue Boar, or the Golden Lion, and 
a long list of all the conveniences which might be 
obtained by any one who chose to stop there. To 
this perhaps succeeded an open space — ^a village 
green, as it had once been called ; the grass worn 
away by the hundreds of footsteps which were daily 
in the habit of crossing it ; and a few posts and 
railings, showing that there was a desire on the part 
of the neighbourhood to protect it, if possible, from 
further injury. Now and then, too, it seemed as if 
they had reached a regular town, for there were 
paved streets, and good shops, and a certain appear- 
ance of bustle ; but after passing two or three of these 
places, Alice did not again And herself in the country; 
rather the rows of houses were more frequent, the 
gardens smaller, and the village greens more rare ; 
till at length the open country was quite gone, and 
dingy dwellings, and dust-covered trees, met her 
eye the whole length of the road. " It must be 
London," thought Alice, but it was not the London 
she had fancied ; it was not so grand. A few 
minutes afterwards, a heavy, rumbUng sound was 
heard, louder than the noise of the carriage, louder 
even than that of the stage-coach, which Alice had 
daily heard as it passed through the village of Lane- 
ton. She put her head as far as she dared out of the 
window, and saw rapidly approaching, a huge, un- 
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wieldj vehicle, neither like a coach, nor a carriage, 
nor a cart, nor any thing that she had ever seen 
before, except perhaps the Cottington van. It was 
lon^ and narrow, of a bright yellow colour, with 
" Victoria," painted in large letters upon the outside. 
There were several narrow windows down the side, 
and as it drew near, Alice perceived that it was filled 
with people. On the outside also, there were some 
passengers, and the driver's narrow seat was half- 
occupied by a dirty-looking man, smoking a cigar, 
whilst on the step behind stood another man, holding 
on by a strap, and making signs to the people, and 
calling out to them as he passed along. Alice felt 
frightened as it drew near, especially when she saw 
two others behind, and several smaller carriages, 
some like gigs with heads to them, and others like 
little flys and chariots crowding up the road. 

" That is an omnibus, Alice," said Lady Catharine 
as the yellow van rolled by them ; " and now we are 
near London." 

Alice felt her heart throb with pleasure, but she 
merely said, " Is it f " And then her head was again 
thrust out of the window, to watch every thing that 
went by. There was much to amuse, for the number 
of carriages and people increased. Alice felt more 
than ever an anxiety to know where she was going. 
If all these things were to be seen from Mrs Carter's 
house, or from any house, it could not be dull. Lady 
Catharine's eye was upon her; she was watching 
her attentively ; but she did not allow Alice to per- 
ceive it ; and the same silence was observed as before. 

" Are we in London, now!" Alice ventured at 
length to ask. 

" No, we are not going there." 

Alice was grievously disappointed, yet a little 
consideration gave her fresh hope. Mrs Carter's 
house was not in London, only near it. The carriage 
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advluiced, but more slowly. The postilion looked 
about him, apparently uncertain how to proceed, and 
twice he turned quite round. Lady Catharine laid her 
hand upon the check-string ready to give her orders* 
A house standing back from the road was seen on 
the left-hand side. It was of red brick, and rather 
large, with stone ^su^ings to the windows, and more 
ornamented than modern houses. There were some 
trees at the back and at the sides, and a gravel sweep 
in front, entered by two gates, and altogether it was 
a very respectable-looking place ; rather sombre, but 
still with a considerable air of comfort about it. At 
the first gate the check-string was pulled, the carriage 
stopped, the footman dismounted, and in another 
instant they drove up to the door of the red house. 
Alice's colour went and came, and her heart beat 
rapidly. The loud pealing bell, and the thundering 
knock were answered by a staid, neat-looking woman, 
who, without waiting for any inquiries, drew back 
for Lady Catharine to enter ; she then called to a 
fellow servant to assist in unpacking the carriage, 
and led the way herself up a short flight of steps, 
and opening a door at the end of a broad passage, 
which might have been termed a lobby, showed a 
small study, nicely frimished, and provided with a 
bright fire and plenty of books, where she begged 
that the ladies would rest themselves, whilst she 
went to inform her mistress of their arrival. Alice 
seated herself directly, but Lady Catharine, contrary 
to her usual mood, was restless, and paced the room 
with uneven steps. " Is this Mrs Carter's t" was 
the question which again rose to Alice's lips, but 
again also it was checked. Her awe of Lady Catha-* 
rine had within the last few hours become ahnost 
dread. The books before her might perhs^s give 
her some information, and whilst Lady Catharine 
stood at the window, frx>m which notMng was to be 
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seen but a back court, Alice ventured to take one in 
her hand, hoping to see a name in it. She had not 
opened it when a footstep was heard, and as Alice 
replaced the book on the table. Lady Catharine Hyde 
stepped forward to greet the lady who entered the 
apartment. She was a tall, elderly person, with a 
countenance which in her youth it was easy to believe 
might have been decidedly handsome ; for there was 
stiU something more than commonly pleasing in her 
very benevolent mouth, finely formed nose, and 
bright good-natured eye. Her forehead was high, 
and across it her hair was simply braided. She wore 
a dark silk dress, made not un&shionably, yet with a 
certain peculiarity from its extreme neatness, which, 
added to her plain cap, and handsome drab-coloured 
shawl, made her appear rather unlike other persons. 
Yet Alice felt directly that she was not as awful as 
Lady Catharine. A few words of greeting were 
interchanged, and the lady kissed Alice, and called 
her by her name, as if well acquainted with her. 
Alice listened eagerly to hear hers in return, but it 
was not mentioned: the conversation turned upon 
the weather, and the journey, and, after a shott 
time, Lady Catharine begged that she might have a 
private conversation. — " Perhaps Alice will like to 
go to her companions,'' she added. Alice thought 
she should like it, and the lady told her to follow 
her. They passed through a high, dark passage, at 
the end of which was an ante-room, containing some 
book cases, and desks, and benches covered with 
green baize; and within this, was another larger 
room, furnished much in the same style, and with 
windows opening upon the garden already described. 
" This is the school-room, Alice," said the lady. 
" I hope you will soon be quite at home here." 
Alice was going to reply, when the same servant 
who had opened the door came into the room, and 
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begged to speak to her mistress. The lady turned 
to Alice : " Will you wait one moment for me, my 
dear? I shall be with you again immediately, I 
hope." 

Alice could not object, and she was left alone. 
The window at first afforded her sufiicient amusement. 
Twelve girls of different ages, varying from ten to 
fifteen, were grouped in different parts of the garden ; 
some strolling about arm in arm ; others running along 
the walk at play ; a few, with, spades and rakes, gar- 
dening ; and one, with a book in her hand, apparently 
learning her lesson. They were Alice's future com- 
panions, and she gazed upon them with an interest 
imlike liiat which she had ever felt for any other girls. 
But they were strangers, they did not know or care 
for her, and, perhaps, when they had heard her story, 
and were told that she was sent to school in disgrace, 
they might despise her. AUce was angry with them at 
the very idea, and her interest turned to indignation, 
and then into sorrow. She was so lonely, so very 
lonely ; she despaired of seeing Madeline and Ruth ; 
she was sure the strange lady was not Mrs Carter : 
the room was gloomy, the garden without beauty, 
and, if she was never to see anything beyond, she 
might as well be kept in prison. Her heart became 
very heavy, and her memory wandered back to the 
white house, and the happy hours she had spent 
there with her dear mamma. If she were living it 
would have been different : no one then could have 
behaved harshly to her, and sent her to school 
against her will ; and there would have been some 
one to love her, which she tried to believe Lady 
Catharine did not. Alice tried to believe it, but 
she did not do so really. All the kindness — even 
fondness — ^which had been shown her before her 
disobedience was discovered, proved the contrary. 
Desolate and unhappy, though she was, and angry 
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with every one about her, Alice knew that the 
cause of all lay in herself; she had not used her 
advantages properly, and now they were taken from 
her ; and who was to blame ? The trial of self- 
reproach is very hard to bear, and, though Alice did 
not condemn herself, as others might have done, she 
yet had nothing to look back upon with comfort 
when she remembered the steps by which she had 
brought herself into her present position. The first 
little wish, the first yielding to a slight temptation, 
the continued deceit, and then the falsehood, that 
was the shame. J£ Lady Catharine had told, her 
character was marked. Perhaps the children in the 
garden knew it ; perhaps they saw her, and did not 
wish to speak to her. If- they did not observe her, 
Alice might have recollected that there was One 
who did ; and she might have wondered how it was 
that the idea of the contempt of a fellow-creature 
should be so much more dreadful to bear than the 
certainty of the wrath of God. Alice did not cry, 
she was too proud ; she did not choose that any one 
should observe how wretched she was; but she 
pushed her chair back from the window, so that she 
might not be seen, and, fixing her eyes upon the 
opposite wall, which was hung with large maps, 
awaited the return of the lady whom she rightly 
supposed was to be her future governess. The wait- 
ing was longer than she had expected ; it was grow- 
ing dusk, and she heard the children in the garden 
declare that they must go in. Alice dreaded their 
approach, she could not think what she should say 
to them ; they did not however run in suddenly 
through the window, as she had feared, but, one hy 
one, disappeared through a door, and, directly after- 
wards, she heard their cheerful voices as they went 
up stairs to take off their bonnets. The time became 
now very long, for every one appeared to have for 
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gotten her. She had heard a knock and ring at the 
front door, and there had been a little movement in 
a distant part of the house. Could Lady Catharine 
be departing without saying good-bye I It would 
be too crueL Alice even thought nhe must go and 
see ; but she did not know her way, and the darkness 
was increasing, and perhaps she should meet some 
one — a servant, or one of the girls. No, it was 
better to remain patiently where she was, however 
uncomfortable she might be. There was a sound of 
laughter outside the room; they were coming, cer- 
tainly, — ^the strange girls. Alice shrank back into 
her comer, and, a few moments afterwards, a little 
troop of them entered. They did not notice her, 
and, to her consternation, some of them began talk- 
ing about her ; wondering what she was like, what 
class she would be put into, and whether she would 
be as nice a girl as one who was just gone. '' No, 
no," was the general exclamation, ^'she can't be 
that — ^no one can be like Adelaide." 

" I shan't care about her," said one. 

'^I don't think I shall much fancy her," said 
another. 

" I don't think Alices are ever good for much," 
said a third ; ^^ there was Alice Homer, what a teaze 
she was." 

Alice Lennox felt ready to sink to the ground as 
she listened ; she did not see that they were speaking 
without thought, from a mere prejudice ; and her 
conscience whispered that, if they did not expect 
to like her, they must have quite sufficient cause. 
" Dawson, where is Dawson 1 why does not she 
bring candles?" suggested one more steady than the 
rest. The mention of candles recalled the wandering 
attention of all, and immediately there commenced a 
discussion of the different lessons ; what had been 
done, and what remained to do ; and whether it was 
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worth while to begin any thing before tea* Alice 
thought she heard the name of Mrs Carter ; but the 
hubbub of voices prevented her from clearly dis- 
tinguishing. '' Come, young ladies, the table must 
be cleared," exclaimed a rather authoritative voice ; 
and the same sombre-looking person, whom Alice 
had before seen, appeared with a tray, on which 
were placed four candles. The sudden light dis- 
covered the unsuspected inmate of the room ; and 
with a look of confusion all stood motionless and 
silent. Alice did not dare advance; she believed 
that the girls looked upon her with contempt ; and 
they, on their part, felt shocked at the observations 
which must have been overheard ; they did not ven- 
ture to be civil, and the pause which ensued was 
most awkward; so awkward that Alice could not 
bear it, and burst into tears. " What shall we do ? 
pray speak, — say something; we are very sorry," was 
whispered around. " Hush ! hark ! Mrs Carter is 
coming," said a lady-like, dark-haired girl, the eldest 
of the party. They turned to the door with a feeling 
of great relief : Mrs Carter was the only person who 
could help them out of their difficulty. The dark- 
haired girl advanced to meet her, but drew back, 
Mrs Carter entered the room, but not alone. Lady 
Catharine Hyde preceded her, and behind her came 
a gentleman and two little girls. Alice saw them, 
and sprang forwards : " Madeline ! " " Ruth I" 
"Alice!" were the mutual exclamations; aiM in 
the delight of the meeting the dread of strangers was 
unfelt. " It is Mrs Carter's school, Alice," said 
Lady Catharine, in a tone of the deepest tender- 
ness. "God grant you may be good and happy 
here!" Alice's spirit was subdued: she was too 
satisfied at finding her doubts relieved, to be proud, 
and looking up into Lady Catharine's face, whilst 
she pointed to the girls who were standing round 
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the table, she said in a low voice, " Don't they all 
know about it?" 

" No one knows, my love," replied Lady Catha- 
rine, drawing her aside," except Mrs Carter: you 
Lave a new life before you, Alice ; shall it be like 
the past?" Alice's voice failed her as she strove to 
answer ; but the heartiness with which she returned 
Lady Catharine's kiss showed how sincerely, at that 
moment, she desired to amend. 

" They will be fiiends soon," said Mrs Carter, 
kindly, observing the shy glances which passed on 
both sides between the new acquaintances. The 
dark-haired girl once more ventured to approach, 
and taking Alice's hand, she said, — " it was so foolish 
just now ; we did not know you were there ; I hope 
you don't think we meant it." Alice's shyness had 
vanished in the presence of her former playfellows ; 
and, though still retaining some doubts, her smile 
proved that she did not mean to be unforgiving : she 
looked round for Kuth and Madeline, feeling that 
from having arrived first she had a sort of right to 
introduce them. They were standing by their papa, 
grasping his hands, as if afraid that he would escape. 
" My da-rlings, I must go," he whispered. 

^' Not yet, surely not yet," said Mrs Carter, over- 
hearing the last words ; " tea is just ready." 

" I am afraid it cannot be ; and Lady Catharine 
has kindly offered to take me back to town in her 
carriage." 

Mrs Carter looked disappointed, and said that she 
had calculated upon their company for the whole 
evening. Madeline's eyes were raised with an eager 
petition of entreaty, but Ruth could not look up. 
The sorrow which the amusement of the journey 
had diverted was gathered together for the parting 
hour. Mr Clifford stooped to kiss them, and bless 
them with a father's blessing: what he said waa 
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short and simple, but the thoughts which were in his 
heart were deep and unutterable. He was leaving 
his children weak, sinful, and ignorant; what had 
he not to fear 1 but he was leaving, also, " the mem- 
bers of Christ, the children of God, the inheritors 
of the kingdom of heaven;" wherefore should he 
not trust ? 

" It will be Christmas soon, papa, won't it?" 
said Madeline. Mr Clifford assured her that the 
time would pass more rapidly than she could at all 
ima^e. " And that wiU be a happy meeting for 
us all, we hope," observed Lady Catharine, as she 
approached with Alice. Mr Clifford held out his 
hand to Alice, and said a few affectionate words, 
which satisfied her completely. He had never 
looked or spoken thus since the day of his unsuc- 
cessful conversation, and she felt now that he had 
forgiven her. 

"To-morrow, even, will be a happier day than 
this," said Mrs Carter, as she observed the distress 
which Mr Clifford could not entirely conceal. 

" Worse for me," he replied, half laughing : " but 
I have no fears for them. And now, good bye." He 
withdrew his hand forcibly from Ruth's, once more 
pressed his lips to his children's foreheads, and, not 
daring to trust himself with another look, hastened 
from the room. 

Lady Catharine saw that the dreaded moment of 
separation was come. " My own Alice! my precious 
child ! " she said, " I must not stay." 

It was all but a mother's affection which spoke, 
and Alice felt how truly Lady Catharine was her 
friend. There was a bitter pang of, self-reproach 
in her heart, as she whispered, " Can you forgive 
it all?" 

" Forgive! fully, entirely, as if it had never been," 
was the reply; "only let me hear that you are trying 
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to do right." Alice threw her arms around Lady 
Catharine's neck, received one long kiss, and they 
parted. 

Mrs Carter followed Lady Catharine and Mr Clif- 
ford. The door was closed, and the three children 
were left to the society of their new fiiends, and the 
commencement of their school life. 

How that life was spent, and what effects it had 
upon their characters, this is not the place to tell ; 
but at some ftiture period, if time and opportunity 
should be granted, it is probable that something 
more may be made known of the after years of Alice 
Lennox, and the twin sisters. 
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CHAPTER xym. 

A Sunday in London and at school ! It has not a 
very cheerful sound. Sunday seems a day especially 
meant for home, and pleasant country walks, and 
churches where there are as many poor people as 
rich. We should not like to see the shops open and 
business going on, but still it is rather dull to look 
upon closed windows ; and when persons drive by in 
their carriages we are apt to say that they had better 
give rest to their horses and servants ; and if the 
streets are silent, we think that it is gloomy and un- 
natural. So at least it is to persons who have not 
been much in London. Sunday makes them long 
for the country more than any other day ; but after 
a time, if God has so ordered it that we should live 
there, our feelings become very different : then we 
see that wherever there are churches and clergymen 
there also is a home ; and when we kneel dovsn to 
pray in the crowded congregations, it is as pleasant to 
think of the hundreds and hundreds who are praying 
with us, using the very same words in the churches 
close at hand, as it would be to look through the 
windov^' of a little country church into the deep blue 
sky and be reminded that the holy angels perhaps 
are leaving their glorious worlds to join with us, 
sinners though we are, in worshipping and praising 
God. A holy and a thankful heart can be holy and 
thankful everywhere. And so in the difference be- 

VOL. I. B 
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tween school and home. Habit, and a good, obedient, 
cheerful temper, will enable us to find happiness 
under all circumstances ; and when Buth Clifford 
sat down to her desk in the back school-room, one 
warm sunny afternoon, after the morning service, 
and an early dinner, the recollection of home, instead 
of making her sad, only gave her a thrill of joy as 
she thought how delightful it would be, when the 
hoHdays came, to return there. 

Ruth was altered since we last knew her ; she was 
nearly three years older ; taller, therefore ; less like a 
child in face and figure ; less shy, and more incUned 
to give her opinion. Her voice was still very quiet 
and her manner very gentle, but children of her own 
age were a little afraid of her, that is, when they had 
done an3rthing wrong ; and girls older than herself 
respected her and allowed her to be with them, and 
even sometimes consulted her. Twins though they 
werCj it was difficult to beheve that Ruth and Made- 
line were of the same age, and still more difficult to 
believe that Alice was the eldest of the three. Ruth 
sat by herself this afternoon, her head leaning upon 
her hand, a copy book before her, and a Bible with 
references by her side. It was open at the twentieth 
chapter of Exodus. She was going to find out all 
the passages in which anything is said of the giving 
of the Ten Commandments to the Israelites after they 
were brought out of Egypt, the land of bondage. 
Ruth was fond of finding out texts, and especially she 
liked writing them out neatly. Her copy-book was 
considered tie pattern one of the school — no blots, 
no mistakes, and the handwriting particularly free 
and yet easily to be read. Madeline had the same 
task, and Alice and one or two others about their 
age. Madeline's desk was the opposite one to 
Ruth's, but in the same set; there were four to- 
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gether. The sisters had never heen separated since 
they first came to school. Once it was proposed 
that they should he, hut Madeline cried and Ruth 
looked unhappy, and Mrs. Carter did not insist upon 
it. Now that they were thrown more into the world 
the precious tie of sisterhood was hecome dearer to 
them than ever. Madeline's reverence for Buth had 
increased. This was very natural when even the elder 
girls took notice of her, and thought much of her 
cleverness and good conduct. Madeline's mind was 
rather wandering this afternoon. It takes a long 
time to cure a hahit of inattention. She turned 
round on her stool and put her hand upon the 
shoulder of Alice, who was seated just hehind her, 
and said : 

Alice, do come and help me if you have finished." 
But I have not, I have a good many more to 
find," replied Alice, without looking up. 

Madeline went to peep over Ahce's shoulder. 

" Ahce, I do think you have a good fit this after- 
noon." 

"That's more than you have, Maddy," said a 
sharp voice. 

Madehne laughed. The speaker was a keen, 
black-eyed, shrewd girl, apparently older than Made- 
Ime, who was one of the four occupants of Ahce's 
set of desks. 

"What makes you work so hard, Alice?" con- 
tinued Madeline ; " we are not to show our books 
till the evening." Alice still went on. "Then I 
must come to you, Clara;" and Madeline went 
round to the other side, "I want some one to 
tell me how many verses we have to write of this 
chapter." 

" You may find out that without peeping," said 
Clara Manners, closing her book. 
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Madeline seemed disconcerted. Just then a sigh 
was heard, and Clara's nearest neighhour, a sickly, 
flaxen-haired little girl^ but with something old and 
melancholy in her face, said in a subdued voice, " I 
would help you, Madeline, if I could^ but I can't 
do my own. 

"Can't you?" replied Madeline good-naturedly. 
"What is the matter?" 

She sat down on the half of the stool, Janet Hard- 
ing moving to make room for her. " I am so slow 
in writing, Maddy, I shall never have finished." 

" Never ! that is a very long day ; let me see" — 
and Madeline took the pen from Janet's hand. 
*'How you jog!" exclaimed Clara, impatiently, and 
Alice raised her eyes as if disturbed ; but Madeline 
was too pleased to be helping any one out of a diffi- 
culty to attend to them. She wrote all that Janet 
wished, and assisted in finding out the other refer- 
ences, showing plainly, that her own question had 
been an idle one. 

" That is very kind," said Janet, when Madeline 
laid down the pen, — no one would have helped me 
except you. 

** No one ! oh ! Janet, you will not say so when 
you have been here longer." 

" But I shall — do you know, Maddy, I think 
school is just like the house of bondage that Mrs. 
Carter was telling us about before she sent us in to 
write our texts." 

" I never, in my Hfe, knew any one with such 
strange notions as Janet Harding," exclaimed Clara, 
pushmg aside her copy book, and speaking so loudly 
as to attract general notice. Buth, what do you 
think she says? She declares that school is the 
house of bondage." 

"Like it," observed Janet, quickly; "and it is 
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like it, is it not Ruth ? because we have such hard 
tasks.'* 

Ruth listened with rather an air of satisfaction ; 
perhaps from finding herself appealed to as an autho- 
rity, and then answered in her soft sweet voice, that 
she did not think Mrs. Carter intended it to be a 
house of bondage, and that it was quite necessary 
to do tasks, because if they did not, they should 
all be ignorant when they grew up. 

" That is all very well for Ruth to say," continued 
Janet, returning to Madeline as her only hope of 
support, " because she is clever ; but, you know, I 
am not at all clever." 

" Oh Janet ! how foohsh ! why you can do just as 
well as any of us when you try ; you don't write as 
quickly, that is all.' ' 

Janet put on a disconsolate air and answered, *' I 
should like to know what a house of bondage is, if it 
is not school. My aunt said, I should hate school, 
and I do." 

Just then the door opened and several girls whp 
had been reading with Mrs. Carter came in, and 
seating themselves at the long table, began to talk 
over what they had been doing. This interrupted 
the former conversation, and for a time, heads were 
again bent down, and pens busy. Silence at the 
desks was first broken by Alice, who, pushing back 
her stool, and shutting her copy book, exclaimed 
triumphantly : " There, I have done now ; I don't 
care what happens to any one." 
* " Kind — I must say," observed Clara ; and what 
a pace you must have written at, Alice ! Why — ^you 
have finished before Ruth." 

" Oh ! because Ruth is so slow and neat. I never 
could take the trouble she does. Who would like a 
piece of cake ?" And as she spoke, Alice lifted up 
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the lid of her desk, and took out half a plum-cake. 
A little party gathered round her, and a good deal of 
laughing and talking went on, which made one or 
two who were graver or more husy cry " hush ! ** 
and induced even Ruth to look up nrom her occupa- 
tion. 

Madeline was still engaged with Janet Harding, 
asking her the questions which Mrs. Carter was 
likely to put when the tasks were shown, hut she 
could not refrain from joining occasionally in the mer- 
riment, and with the Bihle before her, and in the act 
of hstening to very serious words, she did not hesitate 
to talk, as she would have done under ordinary cir- 
stances. The mirth served only to increase Janet's 
melancholy, and in a reproachful tone she said, 
" You are all happy hut me, Madeline." 

" Don't fret, Janet, dear ; you will be happy too, 
by and by," was Madeline's answer, and then she 
stretched out her hand for some more cake, and was 
as much amused as before. Janet sighed and said 
no more. 

All this time Buth had continued writing steadily, 
scarcely raising her eyes, and only speaking when 
she was spoken to, but now coming round to Made- 
line she said :-r" Cannot I help Janet, and you go 
and finish your own texts, Maddy ?" 

Madeline coloured, for there was something of a 
reproof in Ruth's tone. She left Janet, and sat 
down again to her own desk. 

" Now, Janet, what is it ? where are you?" asked 
Ruth. 

Janet pointed to the place. There was a blot, 
just where Madeline had left o£P writing, at which 
Ruth's neat eye was offended. " You should learn to 
write for yourself, Janet," she said, " and then you 
might take care for yourself. How could Madeline 
be so stupid ! " 
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Janet was abashed ; her sorrowful eyes grew more 
sorrowful, and a tear dropped upon the page of her 
book. 

" Out ! out ! all directly," cried a merry young 
voice : " We are to go into the garden for half an 
hour, and we'll have to show our texts before 
tea, because Mrs. Carter and Miss Barnard don't 
like having them after evening service." 

"Tiresome! tormenting!" exclaimed Clara, AHce, 
and a few others ; and little Jessie O'Neile was re- 
quired to repeat the order a second time. 

" What made Mrs. Carter say that, Jessie ? " asked 
Clara. 

" I don't know ; but Miss Barnard declared there 
had been plenty of time for the texts." 

" Miss Barnard is — so," said Clara, crossing her 
fingers. 

Janet Harding gave a glance of astonishment, and 
Buth said, ** For shame !" but others, who were near, 
laughed. One of the elder girls, however, came up, 
and, in an authoritative voice, ordered the books to be 
put away. Madeline was the last to obey. She was 
scribbling; not writing merely, but scribbling — as 
fast as her fingers could move, making great blunders 
and not a few blots. 

" Dear Ruth !" she said, looking up piteously at 
her sister as she was leaving the room. Ruth re- 
turned directly, but decided that it was impossible to 
finish then. Mrs. Carter would be angry if they 
did not go out directly. 

" What shall I do ? Dear me 1 there is another 
blot, — do some one give me a bit of blotting paper." 

Only one inmate of the room remained besides the 
sisters. This was a very lady-Hke girl, apparently 
between fifteen and sixteen years of age. Some may 
perhaps remember to have heard of her before, when 
Ahce made her first unhappy appearance at Mrs. 
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Carter's, and one of the little party offered an 
apology to her for the rest. Then Mary Vernon 
was the eldest in the room ; now she was the eldest 
in the school, and the object of respect, of admiration, 
and to some of envy. She was an only child, the 
heiress of a lai^ fortune, idolized by her father, 
petted by the aunt, who supplied a mother's place to 
her, and just about to leave school. Who could be 
happy if Mary Vernon was not ? Madeline seldom 
came in Mary's way, and considered her as a grown- 
up young lady, very far superior to herself, but Ruth 
had lately become more intimate with her, for, as 
was before said, Ruth was often admitted now to be 
with those older than herself; and frequently on a 
Saturday afternoon, when they sat together at work 
in different parties, whilst one read aloud for the 
amusement of the rest, Ruth would leave her own 
seat and beg to be allowed to stay with the " old 
gurls," as they were generally called, professing to 
like their grave books much better than lighter ones. 
In many ways Mary had been kind to Ruth ; — to 
whom indeed was she not kind? and seeing now, 
that both the sisters were uncomfortable, she went 
up to ask what was the matter. Madeline pointed to 
her text book, . scribbled and dirty, and most unfit 
for Mrs. Carter's inspection. What was to be done? 

"Nothing," so Mary and Ruth agreed, — "no- 
thing but to go out as quickly as possible, and when 
the books were shown to own the truth without 
attempting an excuse." 

"I never will help others, I declare," exclaimed 
Madeline. " I always get into disgrace when I do." 

Something of an arch smile stole over Mary's face, 
as if she could have given some good advice, but 
thought it better to defer it. 

" Dear Maddy," she said in a compassionate voice, 
" I wish with all my heart I could help you." 
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Madeline thanked her^ but was not much com- 
forted, and went to prepare for going out. There 
was a raised, broad, gravel walk, at the bottom of the 
garden — a favourite resort of the elder girls. Here 
they walked up and down, especially on a Sunday 
afternoon in spring or summer, when they went to 
church in the evening and not in the afternoon ; and 
without any particular rule, it was generally under- 
stood that the younger ones were not to go there 
unless they were invited. Buth paused when she 
reached the spot. She was only just beginning to 
feel that her position in the school was becoming 
higher — that she was not quite a child. 

" Won't you come V said Mary, kindly, and Ruth 
only hesitated a moment to be certain that Madeline 
had a companion ; and when she saw her occupied 
with Janet Harding, was but too happy to be made 
one of the senior party. AHce and Clara Manners 
had collected aroimd them the same noisy set that 
had been with them in the school-room ; and Made- 
line and Janet were too much out of spirits to join 
them. Janet was thinking of her home, which she 
had left but a few weeks before, for the first time in 
her Hfe, after having been indulged till her naturally 
good disposition was much spoilt. Madeline had 
before her a vision of the blotted text book, and 
Mrs. Carter's grave look of displeasure, and her 
sister. Miss Barnard's, severe reprimand. 

" That Clara Manners should be called 111 Man- 
ners," said Janet. " I never saw any one so rude.'* 

Madeline agreed that she could not endure her. 
After two years at school, Madeline was but Httle 
guarded in her remarks, and professed her Hkings 
and dislikings as vehemently as others. 

''How she caught me up about the house of 
bondage 1" continued Janet. 
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"But, Janet," said Madeline, "you do say very 
odd things sometimes." 

" That was not odd, that I can see. Mrs. Carter 
told us hondage meant slavery — heing made to do 
hard things, and not ahle to get away, and that is 
just what it is here." 

This was very true, yet Madeline rememhered 
what her papa had often taught her, that the house 
of hondage was a type or figure of the evil condition 
in which all men are horn ; when heing slaves to sin 
they have no prospect of ever reaching heaven, the 
land of promise ; and she knew that for Christians 
there is now no house of hondage, since they are 
delivered from that state at their haptism, and for 
their Saviour's sake have the hope of one day heing 
perfectly happy, unless like the Israelites they forfeit 
their hlessings hy wilful sin. Madeline had never 
thought of school as heing like anything she had 
read of in the Bihle, and Janet's remarks confused 
her. She put her hand up to her forehead as if hy 
rubbing it her ideas would become clearer. 

" I don't think it can be such tasks as we have, 
which Mrs. Carter meant," she continued ; " because^ 
you know, Janet, that we have help, and the Israel- 
ites had not. They must have been much worse off 
than we are." 

" Well ! I don't know about that," replied Janet ; 
" I know I hate school, and I know it is just like the 
house of bondage, and I shall always call it so." 
This sentence was spoken rather loudly, and Janet 
did not see that Clara Manners and Alice were close 
to her. 

" At it still ! I declare," exclaimed Clara laugh- 
ing. " What ! have not you finished that matter yet ?" 

Janet's manner changed in an instant ; she shrank 
into herself, looked frightened, and would have moved 
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on, but Clara caught hold of her. "Now, Janet, 
you shall stay and talk to us a little." 

" No, Clara, she shall not," said Madeline, finnly, 
and trying to push Clara's hand away. 

" Oh ! that is it, is it ?" exclaimed Clara : " we will 
soon see which is the strongest." She grasped poor 
Janet's thin arm till the colour was in her cheek 
from pain, and then continued, "just say that you 
will answer my question, Janet ; and I will let go." 

*' I won't, if you keep me here all day," said Janet ; 
though her countenance showed how much she wa s 
suffering. 

** That is right; for shame, Clara 1" exclaimed both 
Alice and Madeline, whilst little Jessie O'Neile ran 
to the elder girls to make the usual complaint, that 
Clara Manners was teasing Janet Harding. 

Mary Vernon was the person Jessie appealed to, for 
Mary was the redresser of all grievances, and by 
general consent had been chosen a sort of judge. 
Indeed the title was become almost as natural as her 
own name ; and the office being found very useful, 
it was settled that when Mary left school another 
judge should be appointed in her place. Mary, how- 
ever, was slow in giving her opinion ; she liked to hear 
what was to be said on both sides ; and made a point 
of never expressing any feeling when a case was first 
brought to her. However indignant she might be, the 
anger was kept to herself, but one of her companions, 
who had no occasion to be particularly cautious, was 
not only vehement in declaring that Clara Manners 
was the torment of the school, and that Mrs. Carter 
ought to know it, but seemed inclined to interpose 
herself. This was Anna Grant, a girl about a year 
younger than Mary, and considerably shorter and 
stouter in appearance. Anna had been several years 
with Mrs. Carter, Mary only three. Anna was re- 
markably clever, Mary only moderately so. Anna 
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was actiye in her movements, and always spoke with 
an air of authority. Mary was slow and quiet, and 
used her office of judge so gently that it seemed a 
matter of indifiference to her whether she ruled or not. 
There were different opmions in the school, at one 
time, as to who would make the best judge, and 
Anna was nearly certain that when Mary went away 
at Midsummer she should be chosen. Of all things 
Anna Hked to rule, and in the prospect of her future 
dignity she could not resist putting herself forward 
now and then. '' Let me go," she said, stepping 
before Mary; "I will soon set it all to rights.'* 
" Nonsense, Anna, how can you interfere with what 
does not concern you ? Do let Mary manage it her 
own way." Anna drew back, more from the con- 
sciousness of being in the wrong, than from any par- 
ticular respect to the interrupting party, one of two 
sisters, Florence and Harriet Trevelyan, who from 
being more remarkable for a very rapid way of speak- 
ing, and a fondness for fine names, fine people, and 
fine dresses, than for an3rthing else, were often turned 
into ridicule, and sometimes, to their great annoyance, 
called Hurry and Flurry. Ruth seeing that Madeline 
was engaged in the quarrel, if such it could be called, 
followed Mary Vernon to the spot where Clara, hav- 
ing at length been persuaded to release her hold, 
stood laughing. ''It is all over now," said Clara, 
carelessly, as Mary came up. " There is no occasion 
for any one to interfere. It was only a little fun, 
but Janet is such a poor thing she is only fit to sit 
up in a high chair and eat sop." Madeline was 
beginning an excuse for Janet, but Mary Vernon 
recommended silence. Every one knew, she said, that 
it was of no use to argue with Clara Manners ; but 
there should be no tyranny in the school as long as 
she could prevent it, and if Clara would not take 
warning in time, she would most certainly speak to 




LANETOM PAA60NAGE. 253 

Mrs. Carter. Clara knew tliat this was much more 
than a threat. What Mary said she would do, she 
always did ; and though she pretended to he indif- 
ferent, she walked away in reality very sulky. 

" I must say one thing to you," continued Mary, 
addressing those who were near ; " I am sure you 
induce Clara to be worse by joining with her. Very 
often she would not be haJf as provoking as she is, 
if you did not make a joke of it ; and then when she 
begins she does not know how to leave off." 

Alice felt as if the reproof was meant for her. She 
had been with Clara all the afternoon ; not that she 
liked her, she was really fonder of Ruth than of any 
one else in the school, but her spirits carried her 
away. 

*' And I thought, AHce," said Ruth, turning to 
her, " that you meant to try very hard to-day to be 
steady." 

Alice blushed, and appeared annoyed for the mo- 
ment : and Mary saw, what Ruth did not, that Alice 
did not like her private resolutions, told in confi- 
dence, to be mentioned openly. 

"Well," said Mary, good-naturedly, **it is all 
ov^er now. I dare say Clara will leave off being trou- 
blesome by and by." 

" But it is not all over," observed Ruth. " Look, 
Mary, how Janet Harding is crying still." 

Alice laughed a little, and said it was quite true 
that Janet was a great baby in some things, and 
could not bear a joke, and that was the reason Clara 
made fun of her. "And the fiiss is all about no- 
thing," she continued. "It began, Mary, because 
Janet said that school was hke the house of bondage, 
and you know one could not help laughing at that." 

Ruth listened with some interest to hear the an- 
swer ; but, instead of answering, Mary went up to 
the spot where Madeline and Janet were sitting to- 
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gether, and spoke very kindly to Janet, begging her 
not to cry any more, and promising to endeavour to 
prevent Clara from tormenting her. 

'' It is not that I care for," exclaimed Janet, and 
her duU grey eyes grew quite bright with eager- 
ness. " I don't care for Clara, nor AUce, nor any rf 
them ; they may all laugh at me, if they hke, all day 
long ; but I want to be at home, and to see my own 
dear mamma. I knew I should be miserable at 
school." 

" Well, Janet, it must be very hard to you to be 
here," said Mary, compassionately ; " harder than it 
would be for a great many ; but I am almost certain 
you will be happy when you are used to it, and, at all 
events, school will not last for ever." 

" That was what I said," observed Madeline. " I 
told Janet that Ruth, and AHce, and I, were very un- 
happy at first, and thought the ways strange tHl we 
got into them ; but I don't mind school at all 



now." 



Janet still went on crying with a determination 
which seemed to refuse all comfort. 

"And Janet says, too," pursued Madeline, "that 
writing out the texts made her unhappy, because she 
thinks we are all like the Israelites in Egypt." 

A smile stole over Mary Vernon's face, but she 
checked any lieht thoughts, and replied gravely, 
" that she should have said they were much more like 
the Israelites in the Wilderness." 

" They were very unhappy," said Janet, trying to 
stop her tears. 

" They were only unhappy when they did wrong, 
Janet, and broke the laws." 

"I don't break Mrs. Carter's laws," said Janet. 
" I always try to keep them." 

" And Mrs. Carter is not angry with you," con- 
tinued Mary; "and if you think it hard to be 
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laughed at, only remember the hardships which the 
Israelites had to bear when they were travelling. 
But God would have supported and helped them and 
brought them safely to the promised land ; so they 
had no cause to be miserable, except from their own 
fault, and it is the same with us." 

Janet seemed more inclined to be comforted than 
before. As long as she could think there would be 
an end to her troubles, she could bear them pretty 
well. Mary's way of talking also suited her. It 
was the way to which she had been accustomed ; for 
her parents, though they spoiled her by indulgence, 
were of a very religious turn of mind, and accustomed 
to bring examples or illustrations for every case from 
the Bible, and when Janet had once possessed herself 
with the idea that school was like the Egyptian house 
of bondage, it did really seem so to her, and she had 
the same longing desire to be free which a prisoner 
might have. 

"Then you really think it is Hke being in the 
Wilderness?" she asked, looking up at Mary, and 
drying her eyes. 

"Papa says sometimes to us that it is," inter- 
rupted Madeline ; " but then he tells us it will be the 
same for our whole lives." 

Mary Vernon became very thoughtful as Madeline 
spoke. She was soon going to leave school, and im- 
mediately afterwards she was to be confirmed. It 
seemed as if she were really about to brave the difii- 
culties of the Wilderness — at least she had been 
warned that she was — that her life from henceforth 
would be more dangerous than it had ever yet been. 
Sometimes Mary could not believe it. Home was so 
happy, her friends were so kind, her future pros- 
pects so bright : but this day was Sunday, and she 
had been reading with Mrs. Carter, and talking se- 
riously. It was not to be wondered at that MadeHne's 
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remark should make her thoughtful; she did not, 
however, speak particularly of herself, and only an- 
swered, that she had been told the same ; but that 
Mrs. Carter once advised her not to trouble herself 
about the future, but to try and do right at present. 

" And it is easier to keep the rules than the Ten 
Commandments, is it not, Mary V asked Madeline. 

"Oh, Maddy!" exclaimed Janet, now really 
laughing ; '' why, the Ten Commandments are about 
stealing and murdering.'' 

Mary seemed a little puzzled what answer to make, 
and just then the school bell summoned them to the 
house, and fixed all Madeline's thoughts upon her 
blotted text book. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

Mrs. Carter's private room — the study — ^was the 
same into which Alice had heen shewn on the first day 
of her school life. No one could douht that it was a 
comfortable room, nicely furnished, fitted with books, 
and always neat, but for some reason or other, it 
was seldom entered without dread. Either there was 
a reproof expected, or an exercise to be shewn, or a 
lesson to be said. Suspense and uncertainty seemed 
to belong to it naturally, and though Mrs. Carter 
was kind in her manner, ever ready to make allow- 
ance, and when she did find fault, doing it in the 
gentlest way, no one could help feeling this. Ruth 
whispered, as she stood at the door with her neat 
text-book, that her hand trembled ; it always did 
when she went to the study. The whisper was to 
Madeline, who was too frightened to answer, but 
Alice spoke for her, declaring that she did not care 
for any thing if Miss Barnard was not there, and 
Clara had seen her giving out the Sunday books in 
the outer school-room. " Come in, my dears," was 
heard in an encouraging voice. Ruth quite laughed 
at finding herself unable to open the door, but Clara 
Manners stretched out her hand boldly and they en- 
tered; Janet Harding keeping close to Madeline, 
who, she believed, was going to suflFer for good 
nature to her. But Sunday was not a day on which 
Mrs. Carter liked to make any one suffer if she could 
help it. The book received but a mDd censure, 
much more mild than MadeUne felt it deserved, and 
she was just thinking how happily she had escaped, 
VOL. I. s 
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when Mrs. Carter's gentle " Stay, my dear, I wish to 
speak to you," brought back all her first alarms. 
*'And Ruth, too," continued Mrs. Carter: **sit 
down, my dears, and the rest may go." It was 
Mrs. Carter's very quietness which was so alarming ; 
her slow way of speaking, and deep low tone. It 
was said sometimes, that if she would only be very 
angry it would not be half as awful. This, however, 
was the opinion of the more careless portion of the 
community. Mrs. Carter was much beloved by the 
little children ; Jessie O'Neile and Ellen Hastings 
were as fond of her, as of their own Grandmammas ; 
and Mary Vernon could not bear to be reminded that 
she must so soon leave her. " I have been wishing to 
say a few words to you both, began Mrs. Carter, be- 
cause I think it may be of use, — • then came a pause, 
and the sisters looked at each other, wondering what 
was to follow — " of use to you all, — ^to yourselves, 
and your companions." Then it was not a reproof for 
the blotted book — Madeline was much reUeved. 
" You have been with me now nearly three years, 
and on the whole, I have had great reason to be satis- 
fied with you, — with you, Ruth, particularly." A 
second pause : Ruth's head was involuntarily drawn 
up a little higher, but Madehne was more vexed at 
the distinction, than pleased with the praise. " Mary 
Vernon is to leave me very soon," continued Mrs. 
Carter, " and you know what a great loss she will be. 
She has done more towards keeping order and good 
conduct in the school than any young person of her 
age, who has ever been under my care. When she 
is gone there will be no one to take her place." A 
proud thought glanced through Ruth's mind. Could 
Mrs. Carter imagine it possible for her to be Hke 
Mary ? But, no, Mrs. Carter knew Mary too well 
to expect to find all her steadiness and high prin- 
ciple in one so much younger. She merely wished 
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to suggest that something might be done by every 
one, especially by those who, like Ruth and Made^ 
line, had received particular advantages ; and Ruth 
was considerably disappointed when this lone begin^ 
ning ended with : " but I think, my dears, that you 
may be of use amongst the Httle ones, if you will give 
yourselves the trouble ; and really make it a part of 
your duty to see that they do theirs." " Amongst 
the little ones!" This was not what Ruth desired. 
She said " Yes," in a submissive manner, but nothing 
more. Madeline's feeUngs were different. For the 
first time since she came to school, she saw that she 
was considered capable of being useful, and Mrs. 
Carter's very sweet smile, and the particularly kind 
way in which she addressed them, aroused her warm 
affections. To be spoken to in this way though 
she had been careless ! Even her own mamma 
could scarcely have done more. *' Now, MadeUne," 
added Mrs. Carter, "I am most anxious about 
you. It is example which is the great thing always. 
If the younger children see you inattentive and 
thoughtless, bringing me such a book as this, for 
instance ; " — and as Mrs. Carter laid her hand upon 
the unfortunate text-book, Madeline's cheeks became 
the colour of crimson — "not all the warning and 
hints you can give them will be of any avail. They 
will never think you in earnest, and it is being in 
earnest which makes persons attend to us, whether 
we are young or old." " Indeed, I will try," ex- 
claimed Madeline, eagerly, and at the moment it 
seemed to her, that she could not help being in 
earnest for the rest of her Hfe. 

Mrs. Carter looked pleased, and said, '' God bless 
you, my love, and keep you in earnest always. He 
will keep you if you pray to Him. But, Madeline, 
can you tell me what it is which makes it so difficult 
to us to be in earnest ?" 
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" Because we are wicked," replied Madeline. 

" Yes ; but that is not quite an answer to my quesh 
tion. Many persons, who are not what is generally 
called wicked, who do not commit great crimes, yei 
cannot be said to be in earnest. Ruth, what do we 
mean by being earnest in anything we undertake ? " 

" Setting ourselves to do it with all our hearts,'* 
replied Ruth. 

"Yes, giving ourselves up to it; wishing for it 
constantly ; planning how we shall manage it. And 
we find that when persons set themselves in earnest 
to attain any object — to be* rich or learned, for in- 
stance, they generally succeed. They have one great 
pursuit, and they devote themselves to it. But we 
are not naturally willing to do this in religion. We 
wish, perhaps, to serve God, but we also wish to 
follow our own wills. We forget that we are told to 
have no other God but the God who made and re- 
deemed us." 

Ruth ventured to say very timidly, " She supposed 
that meant it was wrong to worship idols." 

" That is one meaning," rephed Mrs. Carter ; " but 
there is another, of more consequence to us, because 
we have been so well instructed from childhood that 
we are in Httle danger of becoming idolators out- 
wardly. Our danger is in our own hearts." 

" I thought that no English people were idolaters," 
said Madeline, speaking more boldly than Ruth. 

" I wish I could think so too, Madeline," replied 
Mrs. Carter; "but when persons spend all their 
lives in striving to be rich, — ^when they are covetous, 
— we know from the Bible that they are idolators ; 
because it is said there, that ' Covetousness is idola- 
try.' And so again, if they care only for eating and 
drinking, the Bible says the same thing. Or if they 
desire to be thought much of for cleverness ; or to 
have high rank; or, in fact, whatever they most 
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seek for, that is their idol : they are as anxious for 
it, more anxious, rather, than for the favour of God, 
and this prevents their being in earnest in His ser- 
vice.*' 

Mrs. Carter paused, and Ruth and Madeline sup- 
posed she would tell them they might go ; but after 
a few moments she added, "My dear children, I 
should like you to make some use of what I have 
saidn You know your own feelings better than I 
can. Will you think what it is which you most wish 
for ; and when you say your prayers, ask of God to 
give you such a right spirit that you may have no 
other God but Him ; that is, that it may be your 
chief desire in all things to please Him ; and will 
you remember that the way in which you can espe- 
cially please Him now, is by setting a good example? 
I think, without my telling you, you will be able to 
find out the different ways in which you may thus 
make yourselves useful, and show that you are in 
earnest; and to-day being Sunday, you will have 
more time than usual to make right resolutions, and 
pray to God to assist you in keeping them." 

To make good resolutions, and pray that God 
would assist us in keeping them I This is much 
more easily said than done at school. 

When Riith and Madeline went back to their com- 
panions, they were assailed by numerous questions : 
"Why were they detained?" "What did Mrs. 
Carter want?" "Was she angry?" and the ques- 
tions were so eager, and the din of voices was so 
confusing, that even a steady brain might have been 
distracted. The manner of the two sisters was not 
alike. Ruth said with an indifferent air, " that it 
was all nothing ; Mrs. Carter only wished them to 
try and keep the little children in order when Mary 
Vernon was gone/' 
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Madeline sat down to her desk, and begged them 
to be quiet, because she wanted to read. 

"There is no time for reading," observed Alice; 
" the tea-bell will ring in a minute ; you may just as 
well talk to us a little." 

" I had rather not, please Ahce," repHed Madeline 
gentljr. 

Ahce looked at her in surprise. 

" But Maddy, dear, there must be something the 
matter. Is it about the text- book ? was she angry V' 
inquired Janet Harding, with some anxiety. 

" It is nothing ; not about the text-book ? 
Mrs. Carter was not at all angry," replied Ma- 
deline. 

" But what is it ? there must be something the 
matter ; do tell us," continued Alice. 

Poor MadeUne closed her book, and rose from 
her seat. How she longed to be alone ! but for ten 
minutes, — that she might only, as Mrs. Carter had 
said, make good resolutions, and pray to God to 
assist her in keeping them. But there was the 
strict law forbidding her to go up stairs, except at 

Particular hours, or by express permission; and 
ladeline could not bring herself to ask this per- 
mission. She was afraid that Mrs. Carter would 
guess what was passing in her mind, and she was 
just beginning to be very shy and reserved about her 
religious feeUngs. There was a small room, gene- 
rally known by the name of the dressing-room, on 
the ground floor, very near the school-room. Here 
were kept boxes and baskets, garden cloaks, old 
bonnets, &c., and here she might be alone. She 
stopped for a few moments, that it might not seem 
as if she was angry; and then went out of the 
room. The dressing-room was empty, but she could 
not close the door or fasten it ; and she did not like 
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to kneel, lest she might be discovered. Madeline 
did not fear that God would not accept her prayers 
unless she knelt. Her papa, though extremely par- 
ticular about forms and reverence, had always taught 
her that it is the heart which God looks at ; and 
that if the forms are not in our power. He will accept 
the heart alone. She sat down on a trunk, and 
began to think. What was it she most wished for ? 
She could not at all tell. There were so many 
things — little pleasures, books, prizes, the holidays ; 
and greater ones — ^to please her papa and mamma, and 
be loved by her companions. Her head became cou- 
rsed with thinking, but she turned to another sub- 
ject. How could she be useful by setting a good 
example ? This was much more easily decided ; and 
MadeUne, after considering the wrong things she 
was in the habit of doing, made good resolutions for 
the future. These resolutions were not made in a 
general way, such as, " I will try to do better," but 
in detail: first, as to herself— rising early, dressing 
quickly, setting to work directly afterwards, not 
speaking English in school, not reading story books, 
or eating apples and cakes by stealth in the lesson 
hours, and so on through the day ; and afterwards 
with regard to the particular points on which she 
knew her companions were neglectful. Madeline 
wished she could have determined what she most 
desired; she was afraid it might be wrong not to 
do so ; but she need not have been afraid. It is a 
long time before we can understand what passes in 
our own hearts ; but when we pray sincerely, and try 
to conquer our bad dispositions, we have good cause 
to hope we are not allowing ourselves to have any 
other God than the true God. And Madeline did 
pray. She stood and covered her face with her 
hands, and asked in few and simple words, that God 
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would forgive her all she had done wrong, and teach 
her to do better, and help her to be useful, for her 
Saviour's sake. Conscience whispered she was right ; 
and amongst the cheerful voices and happy faces 
which were heard and seen as the party sat round 
the tea-table, none were happier or more cheerful 
than Madeline CHfford's. 

Ruth also had received a warning. She had been 
told to question her own heart ; to inquire what it 
was she most wished for. She was silent at tea- 
time, and Mary Vernon imagined she must be thinking 
of her conversation with Mrs. Carter. Ruth was 
thinking of it. Before tea was over, she had decided 
with regard to all her companions, — ^whom they most 
sought to please — God, their fellow-creatures, or 
themselves. Only one individual was forgotten — 
herself. 

*' Will you hand me the bread and butter," said 
Alice to Florence Trevelyan. 

The plate was put before her, and she drew out a 
piece of crust which did not fall naturally to her 
share. Ruth watched her, and felt that self-indul- 
gence was Alice's idol. Alice ate the crust quickly, 
not wishing it to be noticed that she had helped 
herself unfairly. In her hurry, some butter fell on 
Florence Trevelyan' s pretty silk dress. Florence was 
extremely disconcerted, spoke crossly, and made a 
fuss, till every one was uncomfortable. Dress was 
Florence's idol. Presently, an accident of the same 
kind happened to Ruth herself, who was sitting on 
the other side of Alice. She kept her temper admi- 
rably ; rubbed the spot to take out the mark, without 
drawing attention to herself, and then was rewarded 
by hearing Alice say, — 

"There is no one like Ruth after all ; she is never 
ill-tempered." 




LANETON PARSONAGE. 265 

Mrs. Carter smiled and said, " It was right to try 
early to bear annoyances patiently." 

The glow of pride and self-sufficiency which 
flushed Ruth's face was taken for shyness at hearing 
herself praised. Ruth knew herself that she was 
shy: but why did she treasure up every word of 

S raise to be thought over, again and again ? Why 
id she not watch her heart as well as her outward 
actions ? The respect and admiration of her fellow- 
creatures was Ruth's idol. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

Monday was a French day. There were French 
lessons said to Miss Barnard before breakfast, and 
Monsieur Le Yergnier came at nine o'clock, and was 
occupied with different classes till nearly one. Alice 
never liked a French day — Ruth did. Madeline did 
not care about it except when she had been idle, and 
then she was apt to wish, and wish aloud, that Miss 
Barnard, Monsieur Le Vergnier, and the writers of 
every grammar and vocabulary that had ever been 
heard of, were at the bottom of the sea. On this 
Monday, however, Madeline had no such wishes. 
She felt cordial even to Miss Barnard ; a quiet, stiff, 
particular, middle-aged lady, who made a point of 
enforcing Mrs. Carter's rules more strictly than Mrs. 
Carter herself, and appeared to have very httle 
thought for anything that was going on beyond the 
routine of the school, and the careful performance of 
the monotonous duties which fell to her share in life. 
Madeline did not like Miss Barnard, and stood con- 
siderably in awe of her. It was with no slight 
pleasure therefore that she saw a smile cross her 
face as the dialogue book was returned ; and heard 
her say, " Very well, MadeUne, you have taken 
pains." Ruth often had such speeches made to her, 
but Madeline scarcely ever. 

"You have your exercise ready for Monsieur, I 
dare say," whispered Janet Harding, who was stand- 
ing near, speaking a curious school-girl "patois,'* 
which few but those accustomed to it could under- 
stand. 
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'^ Not quite ; I did not finish it on Saturday, but 
I shall make haste ;" and Madeline sat down di- 
rectly to her work. It had been one of her morning 
resolutions not to waste a minute's time. Madeline 
wrote but a few words, when they were called in to 
prayers and breakfast ; but she was the first to return 
to business. The rest, in general, idled about under 
the excuse that it was not worth while to do any- 
thing before school actually began. Ruth was an 
exception. She took possession of the piano to 
practise. Alice was amongst the idlers ; and with 
her were Florence Trevelyan, Clara, and Janet Hard- 
ing. Something was said about Monsieur Le Verg- 
nier's accent. Florence declared it was bad ; Alice 
pronounced it good ; Clara did not think about it, 
but she took the opportunity of mimicking it, and 
Janet Harding said, in her peculiarly melancholy 
tone, that Monsieur Le Vergnier spoke very like an 
aunt of hers who was brought up in France. There 
was no great sense or importance in the conversation, 
but from some cause or other they became rather 
excited. Florence was angry at being at all contra- 
dicted by Janet ; and Ahce was pleased to find some 
one who would agree with her. Florence protested 
that Alice could know nothing about it, for she was 
extremely backward in French ; and Alice retaliated 
by reminding Florence of a speech of Miss Barnard's 
that very morning ; that if Harriet and Florence 
only knew half as much about any one sensible 
subject as they did about dress, they would be ex- 
tremely clever girls. The clock struck nine. Miss 
Barnard would come in, in a minute ; and Monsieur 
Le Vergnier was always punctual. Still there were 
no preparations, and the angry tones grew louder. 
Ruth left off practising, and begged they would pre- 
pare their books. Alice was inclined to listen to 
her — she always was inclined to hearken to Ruth ; 
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but Florence Trevelyan would have a last word, and 
then the case was put before Ruth. " Did she thmk 
Monsieur Le Yergnier had a good or a bad accent ?" 
Buth did not pretend to know herself, but she sup- 
posed it most probable that it was good, because if it 
were not Mrs. Carter would not have engaged him. 
Alice, in the midst of her irritations, could not help 
laughing. The answer was so like Ruth, simple and 
to the point, and she turned to Florence with an air 
of triumph, exclaiming : 

" There, Florence, what can you say to that ? Ruth 
b as good as a judge any day." 

Words ! how httle do we know the efTect they will 
have ! Ruth said to herself " as good as a judge." 
As good as Mary Yemon that meant. And why 
shoidd she not be ?. There was nothing to prevent 
her — there is nothing to prevent any of us from 
being like saints. But Ruth was not thinking of 
Mary Yemon' s heart so much as of her position — 
the respect in which she was held : — that was what 
she coveted — to be first. Alice said she was as good 
as a judge, and Florence Trevelyan agreed : perhaps 
they would rather have her as a judge than Anna 
Grant. If she were not so little and so young she 
might be chosen. It was the first thought of ambi« 
tion, and Ruth cherished it. 

Monsieur Le Yergnier came ; the routine of les- 
sons went on. There were the usual number of 
mistakes and negligences; the usual marks in the 
exercise-books, in Monsieur Le Yergnier* s cramped 
French hand, and the reckoning up of the whole at 
the end against the names of those who were trjring 
for the French prize. One day is so hke another at 
school, and often in common life, we scarcely seem to 
know them apart. Yet there is a difference. To- 
day is not as yesterday ; we are nearer Heaven or 
farther from it. Which is it ? 
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Madeline stayed for a few minutes in the dressing- 
room alone, when the others left it after preparing for 
dinner, and thought of what she had heen doing. 
She had made Monsieur Le Vergnier angry by whis- 
pering, — that was wrong ; but she had written her 
exercise well, — that was right. She had felt vexed 
because Clara Manners was more perfect than herself 
in the vocabulaiy ; but she had been trying to help 
Janet out of a difficulty. The good and evil seemed 
nearly equal ; yet Madeline again said a short, 
earnest prayer, and was happy. It is not the belief 
that we never do wrong which gives us peace ; but 
the hope that God is looking favourably upon us 
because we are trying to find out our faults and 
conquer them. 

Florence Trevelyan and Alice renewed their dis- 
cussion of Monsieur Le Vergnier's accent after dinner. 
Florence was often in the habit of continuing a sub- 
ject till every one grew weary of it. She was not 
clever, and her judgment was bad, and accordingly, 
like a great many other persons, she tried to make up 
for her weakness by obstinacy. There was a little spite 
also mixed with her feelings about Monsieur Le 
Vergnier. He had a daughter, a pretty, elegant girl, 
about the same age as herself, who was sometimes 
asked to drink tea with them, and was a general fa- 
vourite. Comparisons were sometimes made between 
Florence and Justine Le Vergnier, and frequently to 
the disadvantage of Florence. Even the French 
name was liked better than the English, and Florence, 
who did not believe that any other young lady in 
England boasted such a pretty name as Florence 
Trevelyan, was as much provoked at this as if she 
had been excelled in any real advantage. The feeling, 
however, was lessening. Justine was engaging and 
good-natured ; willing to give the patterns of her 
French dresses, and had once made Florence a pre- 
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sent of a smelling-bottle. It was said in the scliool 
that by-and-by Florence and Justine would be great 
friends ; and it certainly was amusing to watch the 
influence which Justine was gradually acquiring, al- 
though occasionally, as in the present instances the 
old feeUng would break out. 

On one point Florence was always strenuous in as- 
serting her superiority, and that was rank ; and now, 
finding that the majority were against her, she turned 
to this point of attack, and asserted that it was not 
likely Monsieur Le Vergnier should speak well, be- 
cause he was not a gentleman. Mary Yemon, who 
had taken no part in the discussion, was leaving the 
room when the observation was made. She stopped 
immediately, and begged Florence to be careful in 
what she stated. *' Monsieur Le Vergnier was, she 
beheved, quite a gentleman by birth, and it was evi- 
dent he was so in manner." Florence was not pleased 
at being thus ''put down," as she called it, and when 
Mary was gone she repeated her former remark, add- 
ing that her papa and mamma were very particular 
as to society, therefore, of course, she must be as 
well able to decide upon Monsieur Le Vergnier' s man- 
ner as Mary Vernon. In her excitement, Florence 
spoke quicker than usual, and Alice, without exactly 
meaning to be illnatured, exclaimed, — 

" Well done. Flurry ! — ^now. Hurry, what have 
you to say? you always go together." 

Florence grew very angry, and, drawing herself up, 
replied, " that it was not any use to talk to such a 
child as Alice — she could not understand ; and, be- 
sides, there was not the same reason for her to be 
particular as there was for them." 

Alice was perplexed to discover the meaning of 
this speech. When Florence wished to be dignified^ 
she often was rather misty in her mode of expression. 

" I do not see the difference between you and me, 
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Florence," she observed more quietly than might 
have been expected. 

"Don't you?" and Florence walked away with a 
peculiar smile. 

*' The bell ! Hush I Mrs. Carter will be coming," 
exclaimed Madeline, who, with Ruth, was preparing 
her Italian translation, apart i&om the others. 

Alice went up to Ruth. 

" Ruth, is not Florence silly and tiresome ?" 

" I did not hear what she said," replied Ruth. 
" You have done your translation, I beUeve ; just let 
me know what this word is." 

AUce did as she was desired, and went away. She 
felt that Ruth was chilling. 

" I will tell you what it all means," said Clara 
Manners, when Alice sat down by her and com- 
plained. "Florence thinks herself a great person 
because — I don't know why exactly — some nonsense 
which I never took the trouble to listen to — but she 
fancies that Lady Catherine Hyde adopted you be- 
cause your mamma was poor. She very often 
says so." 

" Does she? My mamma poor!" exclaimed Alice. 
" My mamma was Lady Catherine's friend ; she 
loved her dearly." 

" But why ?" asked Clara ; " what made them such 
friends ?" 

" Why, a great many reasons ; she loved her 
dearly," again repeated Alice. 

"Hush! Alice, hush!" said Madeline, leaning 
back and touching Alice's arm. 

Alice, however, was in no humour to take a hint. 
She went on speaking, not perceiving that Mrs. 
Carter was in the room. 

" Who is talking ? A forfeit, if you please," said 
Mrs. Carter. 

Alice opened her desk, took out a little bag, drew 
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from it a ticket idth her name upon it, and laid it 
before Mrs. Carter. 

'^ It is all Fluny's fault," she contrived to whimper 
to Clara, and Clara nodded an assent, which gsfe 
Alice a friendly feeling towards her. 

The forfeit was no light thing. Only one ticket 
for good conduct was given during the day, and all 
who possessed a certain number at the end of the 
half year received a prize. AUce had never yet 
succeeded in obtaining this; but she had lately 
resolved to try very hard for it. It would be such a 
pleasure to carry back a good-conduct prize to hady 
Catherine. A greater misfortune however than the 
loss of the ticket was the distraction of Alice's 
mind. She had accustomed herself to believe that 
because Lady Catherine Hyde had adopted her she 
must be deemed by every one a person of importance; 
and in general considerable respect was paid hei. 
Now, she tried to remember what Lady Catherine 
had ever told her about her mamma ; but as she was 
called away to a music lesson in the middle of her 
cogitations, there was not much opportunity for such 
recollections. Alice did not know how to govern 
her thoughts or force her attention, and fdl the 
afternoon she was in a painful state trying to do one 
thing and think of another ; and so inattentive that 
Mrs. Carter was seriously displeased, and instead of 
allowing her to amuse herself after tea, sent her to 
the outer school-room to sit alone, and prepare her 
lessons for the next day. 

These were soon finished; but still Alice re- 
mained in solitude and thought. What did she 
really know of her mamma ? It was strange to find 
how little it was. Lady Catherine seldom mentioned 
Mrs. Lennox. Sometimes, indeed, she would show 
Alice her picture, and say that her mother was as 
saint-like in mind as she was lovely in feature ; and 
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occasionally she would relate anecdotes of lier patience 
and goodness, but this was all ; and AHce, thinking 
that the apparent disinclination to continue the sub- 
ject must arise from the same cause as Lady Cathe- 
rine's silence regarding her husband, feared to make 
her unhappy by askmg questions, besides standing 
in great awe of her. How Alice herself first gained 
the idea of Lady Catherine's extreme affection for 
her mamma she could not tell. It seemed to have 
grown up with her, to be as much a matter of course 
as that she should be fond of Ruth and Madeline ; 
but this was no answer to Clara's question, — *' "Why 
it was." Alice never could endure delay or uncer- 
tainty. If a doubt entered her mind it must be 
solved instantly. She was determined to know all 
that was to be told her, and this could only be by 
writing to Lady Catherine. If it had been neces- 
sary to speak she might have been afraid, but a letter 
was easier. She was quick in writing and Lady 
Catherine was always pleased to hear from her, and 
the result of the solitary evening was a request the 
next day that she might be allowed to write home. 

Ruth's passing thought that if she were older and 
better she might be chosen as judge returned again. 
It came in the shape of a castle in the air ; a plan 
as to what she would do if she were judge ; how she 
would be particular that the little ones learnt their 
lessons properly, and were ready for church in good 
time ; and were neatly dressed when visitors came 
to drink tea ; with other cases of the same kind. 
She found also a satisfaction in comparing herself 
with Anna Grant, and in imagining the praises which 
she herself would most probably receive for her at- 
tention. To obtain the good-conduct prize from 
Mrs. Carter, and to be deemed worthy of the office 
of judge by her schoolfellows, were now the objects 

VOL. I. T 
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of Ruth's highest ambition. Madeline alone shared 
Ruth's confidence, for Madeline was always inclined 
to sympathise ; and the respect which she entertained 
for Ruth made her feel that no wish or scheme of 
hers could be out of place. If Ruth had desired to 
be a Princess, Madeline would have been willing to 
believe that the idea was not an absurdity. 

''You must not say anything about it, though, 
Madeline, dear," said Ruth, as they remained talking 
together in the dressing-room, a few days after the 
notion first suggested itself to Ruth's mind. ** They 
would all laugh, now. I am so little. But, I mean 
by and by, a long time ofP, I should not wonder ; 
should you ?" 

'' After Anna Grant, perhaps," said Madeline ; if 
we stay here till then." 

" Anna Grant will not be here long," replied Ruth. 
" She is not so very much younger than Mary." 

" But she must stay some time, for you to grow 
taller." 

" I have grown a good deal lately," observed Ruth, 
stretching her neck. 

" Yes ; but then to be judge you ought to be so 
very tall." 

*' I don't know," replied Ruth, with a disap 
pointed air. " Anna will never be tall, Mrs. Cartel 
says." 

"Oh! but Ruth, just think of the diflPerence 
between you," exclaimed Madeline. "Anna looks 
grown up. But perhaps we shall go home again 
before she leaves school, and then you will be happy, 
and will not care about being judge." 

Without answering Ruth went away whilst Madeline, 
sat down on a trunk and indulged in a pleasant dream 
of home; of the quiet, low-roofed Parsonage, the 
smooth lawn, the old elm trees, the long green walk. 
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and tHen, the sweet face of her mamma, and the 
warm fond kiss of her papa. Madeline quite forgot 
she was at school, and was only brought back to the 
knowledge of it by a tap on the shoulder from Alice, 
who asked her what she was doing there all alone. 

" I was thinking about home, the hoUdays," said 
Madeline: "don't you often think about them, Alice V* 

" Yes ; but I like school." 

" So do I, sometimes. I believe I do always when 
I am not remembering home." 

" I wish my home was the Parsonage," observed 
Alice. 

Madeline looked at her kindly and said ; " Alice, 
dear, when we are grown up and we all go back to 
Laneton, it will be nearly like living in the same 
house ; only then you will be much grander than 
we are." 

" I don't want to be grand, Maddy ; but I should 
Uke to have a mamma." 

"Papa says Lady Catherine loves you dearly," 
replied Madeline. 

" Does he ? I wonder whether she does." 

" Oh ! Alice you must be sure of it. How often 
you have told me that she calls you her child." 

" Yes, she calls me so, but she is so strict and the 
Manor is dull. I am sure I should be happier if I 
had a mamma." 

Madeline found it difficult to say anything com- 
forting upon this subject. She had never forgotten 
Lady Catherine's sternness upon the occasion of 
Alice's entering the shut-up rooms, and it had often 
since astonished her that Alice could be even as un- 
constrained as she was in Lady Catherine's presence. 

" Lady Catherine does not talk much about dear 
mamma," continued Ahce. " I wrote to her last 
Friday to ask about her," 
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** Oh ! Alice, how could you venture ? " exclaimed 
Madeline, her eyes opening wide in surprise. 

"I don't know," replied Alice. "Florence Trevelyan 
asked me questions, and I did not know what to 
answer, so I thought I would find out." 

"But will Lady Catherine be angry?'* asked 
Madeline. 

" I don't know ; I never know about her, Made- 
hne. How I wish I had a mamma I" 

Alice's eyes were full of tears, and Madeline, though 
she longed to say something consoling, could not in 
the least think what it should be. 

" I am sure I should be better if I had a mamma,'' 
continued Alice. 

" Some one to teach you, you mean." 

"No, I don't. Mrs, Carter teaches me; and 
Lady Catherine teaches me ; but I should like to 
have some one to love me." 

" Ruth and I love you, Alice, dearly." 

" Ruth does not," rephed Alice : " she is much 
fonder of Mary Vernon and of Jessie O'Neile, than 
she is of me." 

Every one is fond of Jessie," replied Madeline ; 
because she talks so oddly." 

It does not signify, why it is, Madeline ; but 
you know very well, that Ruth Hkes to be put with 
the old girls ; and I think, one reason why she helps 
Jessie often is, because it makes her seem old. She 
would not do her history with me, yesterday; 
though it would have saved me a great deal of trouble.** 

Mrs. Carter thinks that Ruth is as useful as any 
of the old girls," observed Madeline ; " I heard her 
say so the other day." 

*' Well, you don't understand ; it is no use talk- 
ing," answered Ahce ; " you have a mamma, and I 
have not, and there is the difference." 
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Madeline was puzzled to know what connection 
there could be between this last observation and the 
former one, and she was silent. The tea bell rang. 
Alice joined her companions, and said little. She 
was dwelling upon her own solitariness ; unhappy, 
she scarcely knew why, — but in reality, longing to 
be quite certain that she was an object of affection to 
some one. 

"The postman! I saw him," exclaimed little Jessie 
the next day, bursting into the room just as the 
desks were being opened, and the books brought out 
in preparation for the morning's work. " Sure, and 
he'll be here in a minute." 
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You peeped then, Jessie," said Janet Harding ; 
" peeping is wrong." 

" Ah well ! and if I did, I have not got a forfeit. 
Ruth, dear, I hope you'll have a letter." 

Ruth shook her head doubtfully, and beckoning 
to Jessie, advised her to be steady and to begin look- 
ing over a lesson. 

" He is a long time coming," observed Florence. 
" Hark ! wasn't that the knock ? " 

Alice was at her desk, searching in it for a paper 
she had lost. Her hand was unsteady and she could 
not well hold the lid open. 

" Now ! let us wager who will have letters," cried 
Clara Manners. ** I will bet you a halfpenny, 
Florence, that you will not." 

" I don't expect one. Harriet and I heard yes- 
terday." 

" "Well then, Ruth ; — no, Ruth wont bet ; — ^Alice, 
Alice Lennox, I will bet you a halfpenny, that there 
will be no letter for you this morning." 

Alice shut her desk and looked up quicklv ; " I 
bet you a halfpenny, there will be." 

No betting," said Anna Grant, who just then 
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came in and overheard the exclamation ; ** or I shaii 
report to Mrs. Carter." 

AHce was provoked at the tone, and Clara Man- 
ners replied sharply, — 

" There is no need of telling Mrs. Carter. Gover- 
ness Anna can punish without her." 

" I think AHce forgot the rule, Anna," observed 
Ruth ; " and she was not with us the other day when 
Mrs. Carter spoke about laying wagers." 

"Yes, I did forget," repUed Alice, evidently 
pleased at Ruth's interference. She recovered her- 
self instantly ; and rising, went to look into the pas- 
sage, in the hope of seeing the postman. 

Aservant entered the room. Someof the young ladies 
were wanted in Mrs. Carter's study. Miss Grant, Miss 
Harding, and Miss Lennox. Anna and Janet were 
gone in a moment. Alice walked more slowly behind. 

" Here are letters for you, my dears," said Mrs. 
Carter, in her mild kind voice, " I hope they will 
bring you good accounts from home." 

Alice did not break the seal ; she wished to read 
her letter alone ; but there was no place, the dress- 
ing-room excepted, and there she was open to inter- 
ruption. She went back to the school-room. Her 
letter was a packet, it could not be skimmed over 
quickly, and Signor Berretoni, the Italian master, 
was expected every minute. 

*'Will you please show your exercise first," she 
said in an under tone, going up to Ruth, who was 
still busy with Jessie O'Neile. 

" Me ! What for? It is not my turn." 

" But I can read my letter if you will." 

" Well, I will see ; but no, I cannot ; Jessie is not 
half perfect yet." 

Ruth spoke decisively and AHce sat down disap* 
pointed. She would not beg a second time. 




LANETON I^AHSONAGE 279 

" 1 shall have finished my exercise in one minute/* 
said Madeline, twisting herself round on her stool to 
speak to Alice. 

" Thank you," was Alice's short reply ; and Made- 
line, without thinking whether her manner was gra- 
cious, wrote on quickly, — with a certain conviction in 
her own mind, that she was making blunders, and re- 
gretting much that she had wasted her time the day 
before, and in consequence was as usual behindhand 
with her lessons. 

" My very dear Alice." What a strange beginning 
that was for Lady Catharine ! Alice could scarcely 
imagine she read the words rightly. She went on 
rapidly, for Lady Catharine's handwriting was 
always legible. " I can scarcely describe the plea- 
sure your letter gave me. For the last three years, 
I may with truth say, It has been my great desire 
that you should value your dearest mother's memory. 
You were on earth her one great interest and joy, 
and surely we may believe that if the spirits of the 
blest are allowed to know that which passes upon 
earth she is still watching over you with the tenderest 
affection. I cannot often talk to you about her, my 
dear Alice ; I loved her too well for words ; but I can 
write without difficulty ; and I am thankful that you 
have at last given me the opportunity. You ask me 
to inform you how it was that your dear mother and 
I first became acquainted. You know that we were 
at school together ; that was the beginning of our 
friendship ; we knew nothing of each other till then. 
I had been at school several years ; indeed, I was 
almost the eldest when your mamma came. She was 
af a sickly constitution even then ; very little of her 
age, and shy, and backward in some things which, 
by young girls, are considered of importance. From 
these causes we were not much together ; and there 
were other reasons, I was then of a very haughty 
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disposition — ^thinkiDg much of my rank^ and en- 
couraged in this feeling by my companions. I had 
no real friend, for I was not inclined to consider any 
of my school-fellows my equal. My governess was 
a good person, but she was not like Mrs. Carter ; she 
did not know all our characters, and she fostered my 
faults, unconsciously, by always putting me first. 
By tlds means I acquired many bad habits without 
being corrected; amongst others, my manner in 
church was very irreverent. I was allowed to sit in 
a back seat with other of the elder girls ; and not 
considering the awful Presence in which we were, we 
allowed ourselves to lounge, and whisper, and even to 
sit during the prayers. It so happened that in con* 
sequence of the illness of one of my companions, 
there was one day a vacant seat in what was always 
called my pew. Your dear mamma was chosen to 
fill it. She sat next to me and I supposed she would 
do as I did. In fact, I had such an idea of my own 
consequence that I imagined it quite right my ex- 
ample should be followed. To my surprise I found 
that, at the risk of making herself singular, and in 
consequence disliked, your mamma was resolved to 
kneel during the prayers, and kept her eyes steadily 
fixed upon her book. I was extremely annoyed, and 
in spite contrived to place myself so that she could 
not kneel without crowding me. This I thought 
would be a sufficient check, for I was always treated 
with much outward pohteness. But your mamma, 
my dear Alice, seemed as bent upon having her way 
as I was upon having mine. She made a sign to the 
others to move lower down so as to give me room, 
which they could easily do, and then she knelt as 
before. Upon our return home there was a general 
outcry against her. Almost all declared that the 
seat being fuU it was impossible to kneel ; and that 
no fault had been found with us for not doing so ; 
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and one of the party remarked that common courtesy 
might have induced your mamma to behave more 
ci\Sly to her superior in rank. To this she answered 
quietly, and with some hesitation^ that she was 
willing to show me all proper respect, but that she 
had been taught to consider a church as the house 
of God ; and that she was bound to honour Him 
before me. The observation struck me very much, 
but it made me angry, and not knowing what 
reply to give I told her that when she grew up she 
would understand her duty better. One or two of 
our companions smiled at this speech, which made 
me still more indignant, for I saw that I had been 
foolish as well as wrong, and I went away. The 
next day we were reading in the Bible the account of 
the golden image which Nebuchadnezzar set up in 
the plain of Dura. We were examined upon it 
afterwards, and amongst other questions I was asked 
how Christians could commit the same sort of sin as 
Nebuchadnezzar. I was not quite prepared with an 
answer, and the question went round till it came to 
your mamma, who said, * by paying more honour to 
our fellow-creatures than to God.' You may imagine 
how provoked I was to hear this, knowing what 
must be in her mind; but it was worse for me 
when I was called upon for a still further explanation, 
for I became confused in consequence. Our gover- 
ness was shocked at what she imagined my ignorance, 
and from her way of talking I soon perceived that 
she had some particular reason for bringing the sub- 
ject forward. She told us that we probably looked 
upon ourselves as innocent of any sin at all approach- 
ing to that of Nebuchadnezzar, because we never 
worshipped idols, but that God, who knew our 
hearts and our secret actions, would judge very dif- 
ferently ; and then she alluded to our irreverent con- 
duct in church, which had been remarked by one of 
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the teachers, and which, she said, was like idolatry, 
— ^an insult to the majesty of God, and would most 
surely hring down punishment upon our heads, if 
persisted in. I felt conscience-stricken, and tho- 
roughly ashamed at deserving this reproof myself; 
but I expected to hear your dear mamma justify her- 
self, perhaps at my expense. She was, however, 
naturally timid, besides fearing to do harm to us by 
excusing herself; and when the task which was set 
as a punishment was shown to us, she took hei^ book 
to learn it with the others. As she was returning 
to her seat, I heard our governess say, * I expected 
better things from Alice Mortimer; she has had 
such good instruction.' Injustice always touched 
me greatly. This speech was unjust, though not 
wilfully so ; and I could not bear it. Before all the 
school, I stepped forward and declared her innocence, 
whilst I acknowledged my own fault in striving to 
turn her from her duty. 

" From that day, Alice, your dear mamma and I 
were friends, — friends in the best sense of the word, 
— anxious to assist each other in our duties. She 
professed herself very grateful to me, and I had 
great reason to be grateful to her ; for she was the 
first person who made me see that my rank was a 
cause not for pride, but for greater care in all my 
actions. 

" We were at school together for a year and a 
half, and every day made us more and more fond of 
each other. As the elder, my education was the first 
finished; but I was scarcely glad to return home, 
from grief at the thought of leaving my cherished 
companion. Before parting, we made a mutual agree- 
ment, that wherever we might be, and under what- 
ever circumstances, we would never cease, if possible, 
to write to each other ; and that if trial should bef al 
us, we would instantly apply to each other for com- 
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fort and help. Many would think this a rash en- 
gagement; perhaps it was so. Yet it has often 
appeared to me since, that the blessing of God was 
upon it. If He is a jealous God, not permitting 
honour to be shown to any creature before Him, so 
is He also a most gracious God, showing mercy unto 
thousands in them that love Him, — showing mercy 
unto you, my own Alice, for the sake of your most 
dear mother. 

" After leaving school, we were separated for 
several years. Our homes were distant, and circum- 
stances prevented our meeting. I was the first 
married ; and on that occasion the friend whom I so 
truly loved was with me. She acted as my brides- 
maid. About three years afterwards, she married 
herself, and went abroad. Your father, my dear 
AUce, as 1 have often told you, I never saw ; but 1 
know that he was in every way worthy of the trea- 
sure which he possessed in his wife, and during the 
short period of their married Ufe, rendered her as 
happy as on earth we are ever permitted long to be. 
During the time of their residence in Ceylon, your 
mother and I still kept up a constant correspondence. 
No change had any influence over our affection, for 
it was an affection not of this world. It pleased 
God to visit us differently, one with joy, the other 
with sorrow, nearly at the same time. Soon after 
she had cause to rejoice in your birth, I was tried by 
the greatest affliction of my life. But in the midst 
of her own happiness, your dear mamma could sym- 
pathize with my grief, and more than ever I then felt 
the blessing of her friendship. All that happened 
afterwards you well know ; you have often heard of 
your long residence in Ceylon, and you are acquainted 
with all the particulars of your papa's illness and 
death. After that sad event, I entreated your dear 
mamma to settle in Laneton, reminding her of her 
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early promise ; but she could not then comply with 
my wishes. Her own father and a sister were living, 
and she felt it her duty to go to them. Their death, 
however, soon followed, and your mamma fell into 
ill health. Then I prevailed upon her to come to 
me ; and then it was that, by daily intercourse, by 
witnessing continually her meekness, patience and 
fervent piety, I first knew all her worth. God grant 
that the example may not have been sent me in vain. 
It was on her death-bed that she commended you to 
my care, Alice, my own child ; and I have vowed in 
the sight of Heaven that, so far as in me lies, that 
solemn charge shall faithfully be kept. 

"Now, may God bless you, aud keep you, and 
make you His true servant, faithful unto the end, 
even like her who has entered into rest. So will you 
indeed be all that my heart can wish. 

** Your very affectionate and most constant friend, 

" Catharine Hyde." 

** Alice," said Florence Trevelyan, " we have all 
shown our exercises, except you." 

Alice looked up, as if waking from a dream. Her 
eyes were full of tears. Signor Berretoni tapped his 
finger impatiently on the table. Madeline left her 
seat, took up Alice's exercise book, and placed it 
before him. 

" Ask if anything is the matter at the Manor," 
said Ruth, whispering to her sister in French across 
the desk. Alice smiled through her tears as she 
answered, " No." Ruth went on with her occupa- 
tions contentedly, but Madeline took the opportunity 
of finding out a difficult passage in her Italian 
translation, and occupying Signor Berretoni' s atten- 
tion with it until Alice was quite recovered, and able 
to go to him. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

Alice Lennox was what is called a person of im- 
pulse. She had quick feelings, veiy earnest wishes, 
at times, great energy ; hut she had little firmness 
of purpose. Alice's resolutions were frequently 
hroken almost as soon as made. But she did not 
think it would he so now. Often as she had heen 
disappointed with herself, she still lived in the hope 
of being one day really good, — really like what she 
imagined Ruth to be. 

The day on which she received Lady Catharine's 
letter was a day of good intentions. How indeed 
could it be otherwise ? How could Alice read of her 
mother's gentle firmness, her sincerity, and piety, 
without a wish to resemble her ? Even in the midst 
of the busy school-room, Alice's thoughts travelled 
back to by-gone years ; the white house and its little 
garden, the neat sitting room, the bed-room with the 
curtains partly drawn, and Benson sitting by the 
bed-side, the table with jelly upon it, and lozenges, 
and oranges, and then the fair wan cheek which 
rested upon the pillow, the thin hands, the soft sweet 
voice, that distant shadowy image which was all she 
could imagine of her mother, except from a picture 
at the Manor, in Lady Catharine's boudoir, so full of 
Hfe and health, that it was almost impossible to 
imagine it a representation of the same person. 
Alice thought of her mother as of something angelic. 
To be like her seemed impossible, but to follow her 
at a distance, to try to please her as if she was still 
living, was something more within her reach, and 
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in pleasing her she would give pleasure to Ladj 
Catharine. 

If Alice had lived with those only who were re- 
ligious,, this might have been the turning point of 
her Ufe; the wishes now formed might have been 
acted upon for a continuance. But such is not the 
position which God provides for us. He sets before 
us good and evil, life and death. He makes us His 
children. He gives us good instructions, and pro- 
mises to aid us with His Holy Spirit when we pray 
to Him, and then He places us, as it were, in a battle, 
with temptations before and behind and around us, 
and bids us fight and conquer. 

Alice's great temptation lay in her companions ; 
this she knew, and the first result of Lady Catharine's 
letter was to induce her to resolve firmly against being 
led away by evil example. If she could not be like 
Ruth, who was held up as a pattern to the school, 
still she thought it might be possible to be like 
Madeline, who kept on her quiet course, striving to 
improve, endeavouring to overcome her natural faults 
of carelessness, procrastination, and rather a hasty 
temper, and winning general esteem and affection by 
her straightforward honesty and simple goodnature. 

Ahce's resolutions were this time more lasting than 
usual. She kept a strict watch over herself for some 
time after receiving Lady Catharine's letter, and in 
this she was aided by tne wish not only of doing 
rightly but also of gaining a good-conduct prize. 
Midsummer was approaching, and although she had 
not yet gained by any means the proper number of 
tickets, it was still possible to make up for past 
neglect. AUce began to be very diligent. She was 
up early in the morning, never allowed herself to 
play until her lessons were prepared, and gave httle 
heed to Clara's ridicule. To have seen Alice at that 
time one might have imagined that she was become 
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a different person, steadily good, instead of being so 
only at intervals. 

One morning, about three weeks after this im- 
provement began, just as the lessons were over, Anna 
Grant burst into the room in her usual impetuous 
manner : — " Now girls ! hush !" but the noise con- 
tinued. Ruth, who was taking advantage of a spare 
quarter of an hour to practise, left off playing, and 
said with an arch, quiet smile, — 

"You might as well talk to a hive of bees dis- 
turbed." 

" If they are bees, I will be a wasp," replied Anna, 
and she spoke again, "Hush! can't you? — Miss 
Barnard" — the name was a spell and commanded 
instant attention. 

" Miss Barnard sends word that we are to dine at 
four. Justine is coming." There was a general 
exclamation of pleasure. ** All the lessons are to be 
over before dinner, and we are to walk afterwards." 

" That is what I call fun," exclaimed Clara Man- 
ners ; " now for luncheon. Clear the long table, will 
you, Florence : it is your week." 

But Florence moved slowly. " She did not see 
the good of Justine's coming so often. Justine was 
Mrs. Carter's friend — ^not theirs." 

"I don't know about the good," replied Clara: 
" that is in Ruth's hue ; but Justine amuses one by 
the hour. Besides, I want to see her particularly." 

"Particularly! why? you have nothing to do with 
her more than any one else." 

Clara replied by taking up a book. 

"Alice, here are your Italian exercises. Why 
don't you give her a careless mark. Flurry ?" 

" My name is not Flurry," said Florence, in an 
ofiFended tone. 

"Well, Florence! most serene, high-mightiness, 
Florence ! why don't you do your duty better ? And 
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a verb book too ! Alice, wbat bave you been tbinkme 
of?" 

Alice came forward, and took tbe book. Her 
manner was so quiet tbat Clara was struck by it. 
She inquired what was the matter, laughed at her for 
being mopy, and then went back to provide herself 
with luncheon ; Dawson having just brought in two 
large plates fuU of bread and butter, and bread and 
cheese, and Jessie O'Neile having a pot of preserves 
before her, a present from home, which she was upon . 
the point of distributing to any one who asked. 

" Ma foi ! this jam is very good," exclaimed Clara, 
as Jessie supplied her with her share. 

" * Ma foi' is very vulgar," observed Anna Grant. 
" You should not say it, Clara." 

" Vulgar ! Justine says it every day." 

" I don't know why that is a reason for its not 
being vulgar," observed Anna ; " Justine has many 
odd ways." 

"And she says, *0h Ciel!' very often," remarked 
Florence Trevelyan ; " why don't you say that too, 
Clara?" 

" I would if I remembered it, but * ma foi ' comes 
most naturally," 

" * Ma foi' is swearing," said Janet Harding ; 
" my mamma never lets me say it, and I can tell a 
great many texts about it." 

"That is good!" exclaimed Clara; "Listen, all 
of you Hsten. Janet Harding knows a great many 
texts about ' ma foi.' " 

Janet reddened and stammered, and declared that 
Clara was laughing at her. 

" I do not mean to laugh ; I am very grave ; I 
want to hear the texts," said Clara. 

Jessie began a text against swearing, but she was 
stopped in the middle by Anna Grant, who stated 
that she was not in the humour to hear texts, and 
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begged that Janet would leave off. A general laugh 
followed at Janet's expense ; and the Uttle girl was 
obliged to return to her desk quite discomfited. 
Madeline saw her downcast look, and went up to 
her. 

"It is no good, Janet," she said. "You will 
never make them listen to texts ; and besides, you 
say such odd things. Justine is a lady, and ladies 
never swear." 

" Yes they do," replied Janet, " and Justine says 
worse things than * Oh Ciel ! ' she says, * Mon 
Dieu ! ' " 

" But it is French," said Madeline. 

" Yes ;" and Janet thought for an instant ; " but 
being French does not make any difference." 

A great many of the others say * Oh Ciel,' " con- 
tinued MadeUne ; " Alice does." 

AHce looked up from the book she was reading. 

" I never thought there was any harm in saying 
that in French." 

" It is harm, though," replied Janet, nodding hei 
head with an air of authority; and if you hke, I 
will tell you all about it." 

" Thank you," said Ahce, coolly ; " but I don't 
wish to know ;" and she again began reading. 

Just then Miss Barnard came into the school fbr 
the afternoon lessons. 

As Madehne moved away, Alice heard Janet 
whisper that " she was sure Lady Catharine could 
not have been strict with her, because she was not 
at all particular in her notions." 

This was an unfortunate speech for Alice to hear. 
She never liked Janet Harding. Janet's way of in- 
terfering, and giving opinions without being asked, 
was very disagreeable to her ; and the reproof she 
had now received rankled in her mind. She would 
not allow that it was wrong to say, " Oh Ciel," and 
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as for its being swearing, the yeiy notion of such a 
thing seemed ridicnlons. 

Justine's example, also, went a great way with 
Alice. Justine was a very pleasing^mannered girl, 
attracting attention not merely from her French 
dress and accent, but from her animation and good 
humour. She was not an old acquaintancca Mon- 
sieur Le Vergnier had only lately begun to teach in 
the school. He was a gentleman by birth, but very 
poor, and his daughter was to be educated for a 

fovemess. Both had been warmly recommended to 
Irs. Carter by persons whose opmions she valued. 
Justine, it was said, had received a strict, careful 
education ; and what she now most required was a 
little acquaintance with English habits. English 
companions of her own age would be likely to give 
her this, and it would be an advantage to her for her 
whole life ; and after considerable hesitation, Justine 
was invited to the house. It was remarked, that on 
the occasion of her visits, Mrs. Carter sat more in 
the school-room herself, or kept Justine and the 
elder girls with her in the parlour ; but beyond this 
no change was noticed, and only a few saw cause to 
imagine that any particular watch was maintained 
over the agreeable French stranger. 

Justine came a little before the dinner-time, as 
usual, very nicely dressed, very Hvely, and affectionate 
and engaging in manner. Florence Trevelyan was 
goon at her side, admiring her collar, and asking for 
the pattern ; and Alice felt quite angry with Janet 
Harding for having suggested that she had any bad 
habits. Alice was standing by herself whilst Justine 
was describing to Florence how the collar should be 
worked, when Janet came up to her, and said in a 
quick under-tone, "Now listen, Alice, Ksten! she 
does swear.'' 
A gentle " Ah^ mon Dieu I '' escaped ft'om Justine 
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at this instant. Alice walked away without answer- 
ing. She went into the dressing-room to prepare 
for dinner. Mary Vernon and Ruth were there: 
they were talking earnestly. Alice's countenance 
always showed when anything annoyed her, and 
Ruth, stopping in the middle of a sentence, asked, 
" What was the matter ? " 

" Nothing," answered AHce ; " only Janet makes 
me angry .*' 

What about?" inquired Ruth. 
I cannot exactly tell ; but it is her way ; she 
sets herself up so; and she has no business to 
speak of Justine as she does. If Janet were to live 
a thousand years, she would never be half as good 
and nice as Justine ; now would she ? " 

Ruth hesitated what to reply, and AHce saw her 
glance at Mary Vernon. 

" You don't mean that you do not hke Justine ! " 
continued Alice in surprise. 

" No," replied Mary ; *' like her ! every one must, 
for being agreeable ; but, Alice, Ruth and I are not 
quite sure about other things, — more important 
things. I think she has different notions from ours." 

''Of course she has, because she has been edu- 
cated in France." 

"But Mary spoke to her the other day about 
saying those solemn words, as she does," observed 
Ruth ; " and she took it so oddly." 

" I dare say she was angry," replied Alice ; " I 
am sure I should have been." 

" No, she was not at all angry, but she laughed 
and made a joke of it," said Mary; "and when 
we touched upon other serious things, going to church 
and so on, she did not seem to understand or care 
much about it. You know, Alice, that cannot 
be right." 
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"She is French," said Alice, "and she speaks 
French." 

" But that does not alter the case. Things are 
wrong just the same, whether they are French or 
English." 

" I could say what Justine does much more easilj 
in French than in English," rephed Ahce. 

" Yet you would he wrong, Alice, still," observed 
Mary, in a gentle tone. 

" And it is making such a fuss about a trifle," 
continued Alice : "after all, what Justine generally 
says is, * Oh heaven ! ' why is there more harm in 
that than in 'goodness' or 'gracious,' and such 
words ?" 

" Are you sure that any of those expressions are 
right ?" asked Mary. 

"Oh! if you are as strict as that, Mary, you 
should never open your Ups: and at any rate, I 
would rather be a Uttle careless like Justine, than 
quote texts sharply like Janet Harding." 

" Why should you do either, dear Ahce ? Why 
should you not be like Ruth ?" 

Ruth's face crimsoned. Mary saw it and said, as 
she kissed her and smiled, " I £d not mean to make 
you blush, Ruth." Ruth blushed still more deeply, 
and Mary Yemon thought how nice it was to And 
one so good, so shy and humble. Alice was never 
annoyed at being considered inferior to Ruth, and 
now she candidly allowed that Ruth was far beyond 
herself. " In fact," she said, " it was impossible to 
think of being like her ; she wished it veiy much, 
she often thought about it, but whenever she tried 
she went back and became just as bad as before." 

" Some things you can imitate easily," said Mary. 
" I do not think either Ruth or Madeline ever use 
those expressions." 
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*' Mamma always taught us not to do it," said 
Ruth. " She used to tell us that many of them were 
at first really swearing ; that * goodness' meant, the 
goodness of God ; and ' gracious' the same ; and that 
it was better not to say anything of the kind." 

" We don't mean to swear," observed AUce. 

" But is it not safer," asked Mary, " to avoid the 
expressions altogether ? Do you think that if Justine 
had been carefully taught not to say, * Oh Ciel !' she 
would ever have used Qie more solemn words, ' Mon 
Dieu !' as irreverently as she does ?" 

" Certainly that must be wrong," said Alice, with 
an air of thought. ''I do wish Justine would leave 
it off." 

" Then you will not be very angry with Janet for 
blaming her, will you ?" said Mary playfully. 

'^ I am not angry with Janet ; I do not care about 
her ; but I wish she would not quote texts always." 

Mary's reply was stopped by the dinner bell. 

That afternoon Justme and Clara set off for their 
walk together. Clara said she had engaged Justine 
the last time she drank tea with them. Ahce watched 
Justine to see if she liked the arrangement. It 
appeared she did, for she smiled sweetly, and was 
apparently amused at all Clara*s odd sayings. But 
then Justine had the same agreeable manner for 
every one. They were just setting off, when Clara 
came to Alice and asked if she would join them in 
the park, when they were allowed to change their 
companions. Justine wished it particularly. Mary 
Vernon was close to Alice at the moment, and, inter- 
rupting more quickly than was her wont, she said, — 

" Oh, Alice ! I hoped you would have walked with 
Ruth and me; we were intending to ask you." 
Then, in a still more beseeching tone, added, " I so 
wish you would." 

*^But we cannot spare her; we want her very 
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much," exclaimed Clara. " Indeed, Alice, we mtist 
have you." 

" Mrs. Carter is ready — waiting," cried Jessie 
O'Neile. 

There was no time to settle ahout the walking. 
They arranged themselves according to order, and set 
off. Alice and Janet Harding were forced to he toge- 
ther. Alice had never felt a greater aversion to Janet ; 
she could not forget the morning's observation. Janet, 
however, was unconscious of any change, still less 
that she had given offence; and, speaking her 
thoughts aloud, she said, after a long silence, — 
slowly, and as if the observation was the result of 
deep thought, — 

" School is not at all like home." 
Who ever thought it was?*' exclaimed Alice. 
No ; it is not at all like home," pursued Janet in 
the same dreamy voice. " I think my mamma would 
not have sent me to school if she had ever been there 
herself." 

"Your Mamma is ill," observed Alice, shortly; 
" that is the reason you are sent to school, is it not?" 

" Mamma said I should learn a great deal more at 
school than at home," replied Janet; "but I don't 
think I do learn at all more ; and I am sure she 
would not like all the things we do here, and she 
would think Justine wicked." 

" You had better tell Justine so," replied Alice. 

" She would not care fq/c what I said," continued 
Janet : " but mamma would think a great many of 
them wicked. She would like MadeHne, because she 
is kind, and perhaps she would think Mary Vernon 
good, but she would not like any one else." 

" Then it is better for her not to come here," said 
Alice. 

" But they are wicked, Alice : because every one is 
wicked who is not very good," 



LANETON PARSONAGE. 295 

" And what do you call yourself, then, Janet?" 
said Alice. 

"Oh, I am not good yet, but I shall be by- 
and-by." 

"I hope you will,'* replied Alice; and falling 
back into silence, she continued without speaking 
till they reached the park. 

Alice's thoughts were not likely to be of much 
service to her. They were very wandering, but prin- 
cipally she dwelt upon the contrast between Janet's 
awkwardness and abruptness, and Justine's agreeable, 
winning manner. Ahce was much struck by manner 
at all times, and, feeling provoked with Janet, she was 
inclined to believe that she was unjust in her opinion 
of Justine- She even began to think that Mary 
Vernon must be either unjust or mistaken. They 
entered the park, and there was a general change of 
companions. Alice saw Mary and Ruth together. 
They appeared lingering for some one ; she thought 
it must be for her. But Alice was not thoroughly 
in the humour to walk with them; she was too 
cross. Justine and Clara came behind her, and 
Justine said, in a sweet voice, — 

" Now, Alice, vdll you join us ?" 

"Of course she will. Why do you ask her?" 
said Clara. 

Alice doubted what to answer. It was entirely 
against her resolution to walk with Clara. Justine 
repeated the request. Alice caught Janet Harding's 
eye, and knew what her thoughts must be. In a fit 
of contradiction she turned back, put her arm within 
Justine's, and left Janet to her own opinions. 

Alice had seldom enjoyed a more agreeable walk. 
Justine was more than commonly amusing, and par- 
ticularly attentive to Alice, whom she professed to 
like extremely. Clara was softened by Justine's 
gentleness, and Alice returned home more than ever 
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inclined to believe Justine perfect. Certainly she did 
occasionally use startling expressions, but they did 
not sound as bad in French as in English ; and, 
besides, Alice was less inclined to criticise them. It 
is astonishing how soon we become like those we are 
with. Alice's good principles and resolutions had 
gone back many degrees when the walk was over. 

With the walk her pleasure for the day ended. 
She was behindhand with her lessons, and when 
tea was over she was obliged to go into the school- 
room to finish them. This was very tiresome, and 
Alice sat brooding over her work and not putting her 
whole mind to it, till just as she had &dshed she 
heard Monsieur Le Yergnier's knock at the door. 
Justine would not, she supposed, go immediately ; 
at any rate it would be pleasant to be with her, 
though only for a few minutes ; and gathering up 
her books, Alice went to the closet to pat uiem 
away. As she opened the door, some slates and 
copy books, which had been carelessly piled up by 
one of the children, fell down, and in stooping to 
pick them up, Alice extinguished her candle. She 
was still trying to manage in the dark, when Clara 
and Justine came into the room with a light. They 
were talking and did not notice that any one was 
behind the door. Alice heard Justine say, 

" But why wont you subscribe at once r* 

" Because we can't be quite sure of her yet,'* re- 
plied Clara ; '' she is so odd : sometimes she takes it 
into her head to be as good as Ruth, but she likes 
you, Justine, I am sure ; and if I tell her the books 
are what you read, she will not think there is any 
harm in reading them also." 

" And what shall I do about this one which yoa 
want to see now ? " 

" Oh, bring it, bring it. We will manage it some- 
how. We can get into the dressing-room some* 
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times ; on Sunday afternoon especially. Hark ! there 
is Monsieur inquiring for you : we must be quick." 

Justine collected the few things which she had left 
in the school-room and departed. Alice remained 
behind perplexed and uncomfortable. She did not 
know what the conversation meant. She had not 
wished to listen to anything not intended for her 
ears, but there was an impression left upon her mind 
that something was to be done secret and wrong. 
And who could the " she" be ? Could it be herself? 
It was very probable. But then Justine never would 
do anything wrong. Mrs. Carter, she believed, had 
a high opinion of her. Alice went into the dining- 
room. Clara and Justine were standing at the door. 

" Where have you been V asked Justine, in a tone 
of kind reproach. 

" In the school-room," answered Alice, " finishing 
my lessons." 

" In the school-room ! — ^you were not there just 
now," exclaimed Clara hastily. 

" Yes I was ; — ^behind the door ; putting up my 
books." 

"Then you heard — she must have heard," said 
Clara, turning to Justine. 

" I heard what you said, but I did not understand 
it." 

" Oh, no, to be sure she did not : — it was all non- 
sense," exclaimed Justine; "but I must go, Papa 
will be angry." 

" Stop one minute, Justine," said Clara. " Alice, 
you will promise Justine not to tell ?" 

"There is nothing to tell that I know of," an- 
swered Alice. 

" But you won't ask, you won't teaze about it ?" 
continued Clara. " Justine, do make her promise, 
she will do anything for you." 

Justine heard her father speak impatiently. She 
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began with a very irreverent exclamation. Alice 
shrank from the words for an instant : they gave her 
a painful feeling about Justine ; but a warm French 
embrace, and a few words of endearment, won her 
heart, and she promised not to ask any questioiis 
until she was told that she might. 

" You were right about Alice," said Mary Vernon 
to Ruth, as they were wishing each other good night. 
'* I did not think she would have csured so much for 
being with Justine after what we said." 

"Alice likes any one who amuses her," replied 
Ruth. 

" Yes, I am afraid she does. Oh ! Ruth, if we 
could only make her like you !" 

Ruth went to bed very happy. She thought over 
the events of the day. She could scarcely fix upon 
a single point in which she had really been negligent 
of her duty. And besides she had received high 
praise from Mary Vernon. Ruth knelt down to her 
prayers. Her attitude was very reverent : she seemed 
quite engrossed by the solemn duty she was perform- 
ing. She rose, and got into bed, without once 
breaking the rule for silence, which Anna Grant, who 
slept in her room, had sometimes great difficulty in 
enforcing upon the others. Every one felt respect 
for Ruth — Ruth respected herself. 

Shall we look deeper into her heart? Ruth's 
thoughts before she went to sleep were those which 
had occupied her during her prayers. When she 
said the holy words, "Our Father which art in 
Heaven," she was thinking how glad she was that 
she was not Hke Justine ; that she never used care- 
less expressions; never took the name of God in 
vain. When she asked God to forgive her her 
trespasses, she was imagining what her papa and 
mamma would say when they heard she was held up 
as an example. When she prayed that God's name 
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might be hallowed, she was fancying herself an 
object of admiration to the whole school. 

Ruth went to bed satisfied. And is it possible 
then for any person so to fix his mind in prayer as 
never to allow his thoughts to wander ? Does this 
habit of repeating holy words without attention really 
partake of the nature of that sin which, whoever 
commits it, God has said ''He will not hold him 
guiltless.'* 

Ruth did not think so, but she was wrong. God's 
holy name is taken in vain whenever it is mentioned 
without reverence; whenever we kneel before Him 
without a sense of His presence. All, — even the 
best, at times do this; none are guiltless in the 
sight of God. But some try to fix their attention, 
some do not. God, " who seeth the heart," forgives 
the imperfection of the one, but He will assuredly 
punish the other. 
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CHAPTER XXIL 

Weeks at school pass Terj nqpicDj ; ererj boor is 
occupied, and even those who are wahsfipj ha?e 
scarcely lime allowed them to think of thev sonow. 
There are sad moments, indeed ; monmM thoo^its, 
perhaps in the twilight, when the lessons are orer, 
and conyersation turns upon home and its pleasures ; 
and tears sometimes shed in darkness when heads 
are laid upon the pillow waiting for sleep which does 
not at once come ; but this is not the general state of 
feeling. Except under peculiar drcumstanees there is 
as much happiness to be found in a school as in any of 
the ordinary situations of life. The Sundays came 
round so quickly at Mrs. Carter's, that the children 
could scarcely imagine it possible that six days had 
passed between them. Yet the weeks which elapsed 
after Madeline's misfortune with her text book, 
seemed longer than usual, when she looked back upon 
them after the expiration of a month. She had 
thought more, tried more : she had made an advance 
in prmciple ; and such times always make more im- 
pression upon us than common ones. The Sunday 
afternoons, however, when they arrived, did appear 
precisely the same. The elder girls went to Mrs. 
Carter, the younger sat down to write their texts, 
Clara Manners was as thoughtless, Janet Harding 
as complaining as before. She summoned Madeline 
to help her and mourned over school troubles and 
difficult tasks, and Madeline sat by her, and pitied, 
and wrote ; but she had learnt something by what 
had happened. She took care of her own duty iirst. 
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and Janet was obliged to wait till Madeline's texts 
were all properly finished, before she could obtain 
any assistance from her. This was a hint and a very 
useful one which Madeline had received from Mary 
Yemon. On the Sunday after Justine's visit, Janet's 
texts were brought to an end sooner than usual, and 
then her countenance cleared. She spoke of home, 
but it reminded her of pleasant things. She had 
leceived a basket of apples in the course of the week. 
It would be very nice to have some — who would like 
it ? Every one, of course ; and Janet went to ask 
permission to fetch them. 

" Janet will be worth something, by and by," said 
Clara ; she is not quite so much of a shrivelled cod- 
ling as she was. '' I can't think what her papa and 
mamma can be like, to have made such a goose of 
her." 

** They have taken a great deal of pains with her," 
replied Madeline. 

" Then it is a pity they spent their time to so little 
purpose," observed Clara. " I never had a quarter 
of the trouble taken with me. They let me do just 
as I like at home." 

" Just as you like, Clara?" said Jessie O'Neile, 
coming up to the desk. " You don't mean just as 
you like always." 

" Yes, just as I like, always, little Miss Particular. 
Why do you catch up my words ? " 

"Because I thought no one ever did just what 
they like, alw^s. Ruth says so." 

" Then Ruth knows nothing about it." Now just 
listen all of you, and I will tell you how I spend my 
Sundays at home. First of all I take half an hour's 
grace in bed, which is particularly comfortable. Then 
I go down stairs and have buttered toast and coffee 
for breakfast. We always have toast on Sunday 
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mornings. Then of course I have my best frock and 
bonnet to wear to church ; and when I am ready, I 
go over to the house opposite, where a great £riena of 
mine lives, Jane Price, and she and I walk off to 
church together. We go rather early because we 
can walk slowly and watch the people. Well ! then 
comes church, much prettier singing than we have 
here, and a sermon not half as long — ^and after 
church I go with Jane to have luncheon and we 
have great fun." 

** But what fun ? fun on a Simday ! " asked Jessie. 

" Do you play ? " inquired Ellen Hastings. 

'' Nonsense, children ! don't interrupt. You cannot 
understand. I tell you we have fun." 

''Yes, but is it taJking?" asked Alice. 

''What should it be but talking? We are not 
heathens. Jane tells me all she saw in church, all 
the odd figures. There is one man sits just opposite 
her pew — such a fright! Great red whiskers and a 
strawberry nose." 

The re-entrance of Janet interrupted Clara's details ; 
the apples were produced and divided, and this for a 
time caused a change in the conversation, but Clara 
seemed bent upon returning to it. " WeU, after lun- 
cheon ;" — she began. 

" MadeUne," said Ruth, calling her sister away, 
" I wish you would come here, I want to speak to 
you." Madeline went. 

" I cannot bear to hear Clara going on in that wild 
way," said Ruth, in an under tone. 

"Oh! why not? there is no harm, she is only 
telling us what she does on Sunday." 

" But there is no good in hearing, and Jessie and 
Ellen had much better be reading, and it is so siUy 
of Alice to encourage her." 

" Speak to her," said Madeline. 
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" It will be of no use, she will not listen : but I 
shall take the little ones away, and I wish you would 
not go there again/' 

Alice's laugh was heard at this instant. Clara 
was telling something particularly amusing. 

" You see how she is enjoying it," said Ruth — 
"she likes Clara's nonsense." 

Ruth went to the closet, and brought out some 
books, and placing a stool by the long table, she 
made Jessie and Ellen sit down by her. 

Madeline stood apart. She was not as sure as 
Ruth seemed to be, that Alice preferred Clara's con- 
versation to that of any one else. Yet, it was true 
that Clara was very amusing. As Madeline listened, 
she heard her describe things at which it was 
almost impossible to help laughing. Tricks, — un- 
kind tricks, played off by herself and her friend Jane 
Price; still extremely absurd. Madeline had a 
strong impulse to hear more, and she drew near 
again. 

They could not read all the afternoon, and the 
texts were finished, and she had always been taught 
that Sunday was a day for enjoyment. A question 
suggested itself to Madeline's mind. Would her 
papa quite approve of the conversation? No, she 
was sure he would not. She would not like him 
to hear it, though she did not know exactly why. 
Madeline turned away and began to read. 

" "Why do you read ? Maddy," asked Alice, in a 
voice which betrayed some imcomfortable feehng. 

" Because I had rather." 

" But don't read. Clara is telling such capital 
stories : come and listen." 

'* Thank you, no, I had rather not ; and I think, 
Alice, Mrs. Carter would like it best." 

" Mrs. Carter does not mind our talking when we 
have written our texts," said Alice. 
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**No, not some talking, but," — 

" Never mind her ; we do very well without her," 
interrupted Clara. "Let me see, where did I leaye off?" 

Alice went up to Madeline. " What do you mean ? 
Maddy. What is the harm of our talking ?" 

''I don't quite know, but it seems wrong, and 
Ruth does not Hke it, and I don't think papa and 
mamma, and Lady Catharine would." 

'^ Don't you? but it is only telling true things; 
they are not stories." 

" Well, perhaps it is not wrong, but I had rather 
read." 

Perhaps it was not wrong, — ^that was sufficient for 
AHce, and she went back again. Even Clara, how- 
ever, could not be amusing for ever. AHce at last 
grew tired of her idle words, and could not laugh as 
heartily as before. She looked at Ruth and felt irri- 
tated. Jessie O'Neile was leaning her head upon. 
Ruth's shoulder Hstening to what she was saying, 
and little Ellen was holding her hand. They seemed 
quiet and good, and Ruth appeared to be taking 
a great deal of pains with them. Why should Alice 
have felt irritated ? Alice yawned ana thought that 
Sundays were long dull days. 

"That good Ruth!" said Clara, following the di-- 
rection of Alice's glance, "how she apes Mary 
Vernon ! " 

Alice could not bear to hear Clara speak of Ruth, 
and answered sharply, that "she could not ape a 
better person." " For my part, I would not ape 
any one," said Clara. " I would rather be myself." 

"But what do you mean by Ruth's aping Mary 
Vernon ?" asked Alice. 

" Oh, that she sets up to be a piece of perfection, 
and wont have any fim, and that is what Mary does. 
She is as quiet as a church mouse on Sunday after- 



noons." 
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Janet Harding, who had been sittmg for some time 
silent without showing whether she was at all aware 
of what was going on, now joined in the conversation, 
and observed that " she did not think Mary Vernon, 
or any of them, knew how to behave on Sundays." 

" Then please set us the example," said Clara ; 
" We shall be quite proud to learn. What are we to 
do ? Are we to say the Bible through from beginning 
to end ? " 

" We could not do that, you know," replied Janet ; 
** there would not be time." 

" Well then ! only half. Suppose you begin." 

Janet's face flushed. " Don't laugh at her Clara," 
said Alice. " I think she is better than we are." 

" Speak for yourself, Alice, if you please. Come 
Janet, let us be edified by an account of your Sundays. 
I have given you an account of mine." 

Janet began, not without a tone of self-conceit. 
Her manner of keeping Sunday was quite the reverse 
of Clara's. It was very strict ; with lessons to be 
learnt from the Bible, and examinations, and scarcely 
anything in the shape of relaxation. Alice pitied 
her as she listened. Her thoughts went back to 
the Manor. Sunday was a day she liked ; Lady 
Catharine seemed less stem; she seldom fouiid 
fault with her, and tried to interest her by relating 
events which happened when she was a child ; and 
Alice's time was fully occupied, for she taught a 
little class in the Sunday-school ; and at home books 
were provided for her, kept especially for the day. 
Some were story-books, but of a grave kind, besides 
which, there was- the pleasure of making tea herself, 
and enjoying the Sunday cake, and sitting up rather 
later : altogether, AUce had a very agreeable impres- 
sion of Sunday at the Manor. Still she could not 
help allowing that Janet's notions were much better 
than Clara's. The misfortune was that Janet spoilt 
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the effect of any right principle hy her manner. She 
had been accustomed to talk religiously before she 
had learnt to act. She was not insincere, but she 
was inconsistent ; apt to profess herself, and to call 
upon others to profess hkewise, much more than they 
were able to practise. This Alice saw and disliked. 
She stopped Janet quickly as she was proceeding to 
speak, in a lecturing tone, of Clara's conduct, and 
said, — 

" "Well, Janet, your way of spending Sunday may 
be very good, — I dare say it is ; but there is no use 
in finding fault with erery one else ; and I know I 
should hate it." 

"That is because you are not good yet," said 
Janet. " I don't Uke it always, but I shall by- 
and-by." 

" Good or not good, it is very stupid work staying 
here to talk about it," observed Clara. " I wonder 
where Florence is." 

Florence just then came into the room with her 
sister. She went up to Clara and whispered to her, 
and Clara nodded her head, and said, — 

**Very well; directly;" and then Harriet and 
Florence went away again, and Clara almost imme- 
diately followed. 

AHce was uncomfortable when Clara was gone. 
She wanted to be amused. She wished she could be 
like Ruth and Madeline, who were never dull ; and, 
for want of something to do, she went to another 
desk, and joined in the same sort of conversation as 
before with others of her companions. 

They grew very noisy, and Mary Vernon, who was 
writing at the table, several times asked them to be 
quiet. Ruth watched Alice, and thought again that 
she liked idle conversation, and that it would be no 
use to try and draw her into better habits. She 
seemed bent upon being careless and thoughtless. 
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There was reading going on in the outer school-room. 
Miss Barnard was there ; the door was closed, but 
Ruth remarked to Mary Vernon that she was sure 
the laughing would be heard; and she was right. 
Miss Barnard sent a message to insist upon perfect 
quietness. There was a lull in consequence, but loud 
whispering went on notwithstanding. INIadeline still 
sat apart, reading or trying to read. Once she turned 
round, and asked Alice whether it was not her turn 
to go to Miss Barnard next for Scripture reading ; 
because she had better find out the right chapter, 
and put a mark in. Alice only laughed, and said she 
should be quite in time, and Madeline returned to 
her book. 

" Miss Barnard is ready for some more," said 
Fanny Wilson, a short, bustling, good-natured giri, 
about thirteen years of age, coming in from the outer 
school-room. " "Whose turn is it ?" 

Ruth, Madeline, Alice, and Janet Harding, with 
two others, prepared to go. 

" My Bible — I had my Bible !" exclaimed Alice. 
" I wrote my texts from it. Who has taken it?" 

No one knew : no one could think ; and no one 
took the trouble to search. 

"I am waiting," said Miss Barnard, appearing 
at the door. 

" Let me look over you, Maddy ; it will do just as 
well," said Alice. 

**Yes, if you like it; but Miss Barnard will be 
sure to observe it. Where can your Bible be ?" 

Madeline tried to find it amongst a heap of books. 
Ruth grew impatient, and said they could not stay, 
and Alice was obliged to go without her Bible. The 
reading did not begin directly. Miss Barnard was 
called away, and they waited for at least ten minutes. 
Then, to their surprise, instead of Miss Barnard 
came Mrs. Carter. She wished to hear them read^ 
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she said, instead of her sister, who was partibularlj 
engaged. Buth's face hrightened extremely when 
she heard this. To read with Mrs. Carter was a 
privilege generally reserved for the elder girls. 

Alice also was pleased. Mrs. Carter's eye was not 
as keen as Miss Barnard's. Prohably she would not 
remark the absence of the Bible. They were reading 
in the first book of Kings. Mrs. Carter read the 
chapter and afterwards questioned and talked to them 
about it. AHce felt she was safe from remark during 
the reading, but when the questions began, and it 
was necessary to turn to references, she was uneasy. 

" You will each find a text in turn, my dears,'* 
said Mrs. Carter. " Ruth, you begin. But, Alice, 
you have no Bible." 

** I could not find it ; I had it just before, but I 
could not find it;" replied Alice, blushing: "and 
Madeline said I might look over her." 

" But that will not quite do. I wish you all to 
have Bibles of your own. Go and look again." 

Miss Barnard would probably have required a for- 
feit, and Alice thought that she had had a lucky 
escape. 

" What was Alice doing that her Bible was not 
ready ?" inquired Mrs. Carter. 

" Talking, Ma'am," replied Ruth. 

" But that is no reason. Whom was she talking 
with?" 

" There were several of us," said Janet ; " I was 
talking too." 

Mrs. Carter was a little grave for a few moments. 

"I thought you all had your texts to do," she 
said. 

"Yes, Ma'am, but we had finished — at least some 
of us. Alice I know had." 

Alice had left the door between the two rooms 
ajar, and the whispering voices and laughter were 
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more plainly heard. Mrs. Carter made no further 
observations then. Alice having found her Bible, 
brought it back, read the reference, and answered 
the questions. The examination upon the last verse 
in the chapter was made, and Mrs. Carter was 
expected to say " Very well, my dears, now you may 
go ;" but she did not say it. She fixed her eyes 
upon the book which lay open before her, and did 
not speak for some seconds, and when at length she 
looked up, her face wore the appearance of anxiety. 

" My dears," she said, " it would give me great 
pleasure to feel that I could trust you always, out of 
my sight as in it. It would save me much care and 
trouble. Ruth, I think you are to be depended on." 

A faint smile of satisfaction stole over Ruth's face. 

" But Alice," continued Mrs. Carter, " I am not 
so sure of you ; and Janet, my dear, you have been 
strictly brought up. I trust you will not grow less 
carefiil here." 

"I try to remember the things mamma told me, 
ma'am," said Janet. 

" That is right. Always try and remember what 
your mamma tells you. But there are points on 
which, probably from not knowing your danger, she 
may not have warned you. One is about keeping the 
Sunday." 

" The girls do some things mamma would not let 
me do," said Janet, very boldly. 

" It is not so much the particular things which I am 
anxious about," replied Mrs. Carter, " as the spirit 
of the day. It is God's day ; — it is not at all like 
ordinary days ; and this is what I am afraid many of 
you forget when you are left together. Ruth, find 
out the fifty-eighth chapter of the prophecy of Isaiah 
and read the two last verses." — " If thou turn away 
thy foot from the sabbath, from doing thy pleasure 
on my holy day ; and call the sabbath a delight, the 
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holy of the Lord, honourable ; and shalt honour bim, 
not doing thine own ways, nor finding thine own 
pleasure, nor speaking thine own words : then shalt 
thou delight thyself in the Lord ; and I will cause 
thee to ride upon the high places of the earth, and 
feed thee with the heritage of Jacob thy father : for 
the mouth of the Lord hath spoken it.'* — When 
Ruth had finished, Mrs. Carter said : 

"Now these are two very beautiful and striking 
verses ; even if you do not understand every word 
you must feel that they are meant to express how the 
favour of the Almighty was shown to those who kept 
the Jewish sabbath strictly. But our Sunday is not 
the Jewish sabbath ; it is the first day of the week, 
not the last, and it is kept in remembrance of — ^what, 
Alice?" 

Of our Saviour's resurrection," replied Alice. 
Yes : it is a day of rest still, but it is a festival — 
a day of enjoyment ; in commemoration of the most 
glorious event of our Lord's life ; of that which gives 
us a sure and certain hope of a joyful resurrection 
also. If our Saviour had not risen from the dead^ 
neither should we have had any hope of doing so. 
But as the day is especially our Saviour's day, as it 
is often called ' the Lord's day,' so must it especially 
be given to Him. Do you know, Janet, what I 
mean by giving Sunday to our Saviour ?" 

Janet hesitated and then answered, that she sup- 
posed it was going to church, and saying prayers, 
and reading the Bible at home. 

*'It is quite right to do those things," replied 
Mrs. Carter, "but they do not entirely make the 
distinction between Sunday and a common day, 
because we ought, if possible, to do them every day. 
Madehne, you have not spoken at all ; perhaps you 
can explain what I mean a little more clearly." 

Maaeline's colour mounted to her forehead^ and 
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it was in a low, doubtM tone that she asked, "If it 
was thinking about our Saviour ? " 

" Right, partly," observed Mrs. Carter, encou- 
ragingly ; " but that is not all I wished to say. You 
know what it is to keep a birthday. The person 
whose birthday it is, is the one object, — the great 
person of the day. We are constantly thinking what 
he will like ; how we can please him : his wishes 
are consulted, and if we forget for a little while, we 
are always meeting with something to remind us of 
him. Now, our feeling on a Sunday should be of 
the same kind. Do you think it is ? " 

There was silence. 

" I am afraid, generally speaking, it is not," con- 
tinued Mrs. Carter ; " especially when we have been 
to church, and return home, and join in common 
conversation, I am afraid we all are apt to forget that 
it is the Lord's day. We make it our own day by 
talking of business and lessons, and indulging in 
idle jesting, perhaps about what was seen or done in 
church." 

" Mamma never told me I must not talk," said 
Janet. 

"Neither do I, my dear child," replied Mrs. 
Carter, smiling. " We cannot be reading and praying 
all day ; even the very best persons cannot ; ana we 
cannot think for a whole day about religion. There 
is no harm whatever in quiet, cheerful conversation, 
or in real friends meeting together ; and there is no 
harm in reading other books besides the Bible, as 
long as they are such as will help to make us more 
religious ; but there is harm in turning our minds to 
business or worldly pursuits ; in your troubhng your- 
selves about your week's lessons, for instance ; or in 
grown-up persons settling accounts, or arranging 
their affairs; and there is harm in idle, laughing 
conversation, which may prevent us from being 
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serious and properly behaved at church. This is 
the conversation which I am afraid you are apt to 
indulge in. I do not ask you whether you are ; but 
I warn you against it as wrong." 

" Clara Manners told us how she spent her Sun- 
days/' said Janet, " and I told how I spent mine ; 
I did not know it was wrong.'* 

"My dear Janet," repfiied Mrs. Carter, "it is 
impossible for me or for any person to decide in 
every particular case what is wrong or not. I can 
only give you general advice as to the subjects you 
should not talk about, and the things which you 
should not do. But one thing I will say to you all. 
Sunday is a day for religion. When we are entirely 
religious in our inmost hearts, we shall thoroughly 
enjoy it. Until we are so, there are times when it 
will seem dull to us, — ^when it will be a burden to go 
to church, and very tiresome not to be able to amuse 
ourselves as we do on other days. This will be our 
fault. The only way to remedy it, is to try to be 
more religious, to love and serve God more. And 
remember, it is much better to be too particular 
than not particular enough. If, whilst you are at 
school, you will try to remember the day, by occu- 
pying yourselves quietly, rather than talking idly ; 
reading the books which I choose for you, rather 
than your own story books ; and never indulging in 
ridicule of serious things, such as the manner in 
which the service is performed, the sermon, or the 
clergyman, or anything which may appear strange 
to you in church, you will certainly become more 
religious, and the duties which are now a burden will 
be a pleasiu-e to you. We begin by being strict 
when we do not like to be so, because it is our duty. 
We end by discovering that strictness has brought 
us to happmess. My dear children, God grant that 
you may one day find it so." 
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,Mrs. Carter rose and closed her book. It was 
the signal for departure. Madeline, Alice, and Janet 
went first. Mrs. Carter called Ruth back as she 
was following them, and kissing her, said, " Ruth, 
that is one of the points on which you may set a 
good example, and be of great use to me when 
Mary is gone." Ruth grew a little nervous and shy, 
but promised that she would do her best, and then 
returned to the school-room. 

Alice did not go back to her former companions. 
Mrs. Carter's kind remarks touched her conscience 
more than any reproofs. She meant to read, but she 
was interrupted. Ruth repeated what had passed, 
not in an authoritative tone, as Anna Grant would 
have done, but quietly and humbly, so as not to give 
offence. Then she took her former place at the 
table. If she was self-satisfied, her manner did not 
betray it. 

" Well, if we must not talk, I should like to know 
what we may do," said Fanny Wilson ; " I shall go 
into the garden." 

" You must ask first, Fanny," said Janet. 

" Yes, but I am afraid ; I never ask if I can help 
it. Alice, you are bold, — will you ask ?" 

" I do not wish to go into the garden," said Ahce. 

"Oh! but just ask; if you don't go yourself, 
ask for us ; please do. Or, Madeline, perhaps you 
will." 

"Madeline is not here," said Jessie O'Neile. 
" She is gone into the dressing-room with a book." 

" Then, AUce, do be good-natured." 

" I do not like asking, any more than you do, 
Fanny," answered Alice: — however, I suppose I must," 
— and she went. She passed the dressing-room door 
on her way to the study. Madeline was there, but she 
was not alone, for several voices met Alice's ear. 
Now what is it ? do tell me," she heard Madelino 
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say, and upon opening the door from curiosity, 
Madeline turned round, exclaiming : " here is Alice, 
now she will make you tell. Alice, they have a 
secret ; do help find it out." 

"Try, try, you are very welcome," said Clara 
Manners. 

" I have known they have had a secret some time,'* 
observed AHce ; " but they would not let me into it." 

"And you sleeping in the same room," cried 
Madeline. "What a shame!" 

"Now, Maddy, take my advice," said Clara; 
" you are a good little simple thing ; don't wish to 
be any wiser, — just let me go my way, and you go 
yours." 

" Then you mean to tell Alice ?" inquired Made- 
line. 

" Never mind, what we mean to do ; only go away, 
and leave us to ourselves." 

" I came here to read," continued Madeline ; " be- 
cause there is always so much talking in the school- 



room." 



" Well, then ! you see that you came to no pur- 
pose. We are here before you." 

^•' Some of them are going into the garden," ob- 
served Alice. " I am to ask Mrs. Carter if they may ; 
and then the school-room will be quite quiet." 

" No, no, Alice, you stay here," said Clara ; " and 
Maddy, you are always good-natured ; you will go I 
am sure." " And let Alice hear the secret," replied 
Madeline, feeling a little angry and very curious.. 
Some one opened the door quietly; it was Ruth, 
come to look for Madeline. Mary Vernon was read- 
ing such an interesting book, she was certain her 
sister would like to hear it. " And Mary thought 
you would like it too, Alice," she added. 

Madeline promised she would come directly ; and 
Ruth closed the door, but in an instant re-opened it. 
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" Madeline, Mary said particularly she wished you 
to come : she wants you very much." 

"I will come in one minute; only one minute." 
Euth was gone. Madeline felt that she ought to 
follow her, — ^but her curiosity was great. Perhaps, if 
she asked again, Clara would tell her the secret. 
Madeline stood in a musing attitude, whilst Clara, 
Florence, and Harriet whispered together ; and Alice 
waited, under the idea that Madeline was deciding 
whether she would go to Mrs. Carter or not. 

Alice took up a book which was lying on a chair. 
" Madeline," she said, "this is your book ; how could 
it come here ?" 

It was Madeline's Bible. She had brought it in 
by mistake. The circumstance seemed quite acci- 
dental — ^but it recalled a serious thought to Made- 
line's mind. It made her think of her prayers ; es- 
pecially her few short prayers in that room, and her 
good resolutions, and Mrs. Carter's warnings. She 
turned the handle of the door and said : " Alice, I 
will go to Mrs. Carter if you wish it ; but won't you 
come back to the school-room ? Mary and Ruth say 
we had better." 

" No, stay, stay," whispered Clara. 

" And you shall hear the secret," said Harriet, in 
the same tone. 

Alice wavered. " I will come presently, Madeline ; 
don't wait for me." 

" But, Alice ! you would like to be with Ruth and 
Mary." 

** Yes, very much ; I will come ! " Alice had bet- 
ter thoughts also, of the advice she had just received, 
and of Lady Catharine, and her mamma, and her 
own wishes to be good. " I will really come, Made- 
line ; but don't wait." 

It seemed of no consequence whether Alice staid a 
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minute longer or not. Madeline went to Mrs. Carter ; 
permission was given for those who liked it to go 
mto the garden. Ruth, Madeline, and Mary Vernon 
spent the next half-hour together. Then all were 
summoned to tea; and the last of the party who 
entered the dining-room, looking hurried and uncom- 
fortahle, were Clara, Alice, and Florence and Harriet 
Trevelyan 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

A WARM, bright morning, at the end of May, was 
almost as pleasant in the neighbourhood of London 
as in the country. The leaves upon the large tree in 
the centre of the garden were about to burst into 
full beauty ; the turf was as yet quite green ; the 
gravel walk had been newly trimmed, and there were 
early flowers in the borders, with colours as brilliant 
as if they had been bom hundreds of miles from the 
smoke and dust of a crowded city. Ruth stood at 
the window, and looked up into the soft blue heaven. 
How calm and pure it was ! how free from change ! 
It seemed as if the eye could travel on and on, higher 
and higher, farther and farther into its depth, and 
never meet with check or obstacle. It was some- 
thing which had no end. Ruth's heart felt light. 
The .bird which crossed the sky, a speck in the 
dazzling simshine, gone almost as soon as seen, 
was not more free from thoughts of care. Ruth 
was enjoying the freedom and dehght of a school 
holiday. It was Mrs. Carter's birthday. There 
were no lessons, no masters. She was to do as she 
pleased all day. Ruth had not quite made up her 
mind what her pleasure would be ; but she was happy. 
For a time it was enjoyment enough to sit upon the 
window-seat in the warmth of the sun, and watch 
the whirhng of the insects in the garden, and mark 
the different colours of the flowers, and listen first to 
the clear thrilling song of a bird amongst the shrubs, 
and then turn from it to the heavy, rumbling, un- 
ceasing sound of the succession of carriages, and 
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omnibuses^ and the hundreds of human beings^ who 
were passing to and fro on the great road which led 
into the very heart of London. 

Mrs. Carter came into the room, and Miss Bar- 
nard with her. They had both a peculiar holiday 
smile, though Mrs. Carter's was by far the sweeter 
of the two. Ruth was never afraid of seeing Mrs. 
Carter, especially on a holiday; she was not con- 
scious of having anything to conceal. She sat still 
in the same position, for she did not imagine that 
Mrs. Carter could have business with her. But she 
heard her name called. She was wanted, and AUce 
and Madeline, Mary Vernon, Clara, Janet, Jessie, 
and one or two others. What could it be for ? Mrs. 
Carter looked as persons often look when they are 
certain of giving pleasure. 

"My dears," she said, — and then she glanced 
around, and smiled still more kindly : but why did 
she not speak a little quicker ? Ruth longed for the 
words to come — "My dears, this is a holiday. I 
should like to give you some amusement — at least 
some of you." 

" Thank you, ma'am ;" but they were all too im- 
patient to be very cordial. 

"I have been thinking of a party to Richmond." 
Madeline nearly jumped with delight. "I believe 
none of you have been there — none of you I mean 
whom I have named. Have any of you ?" 

No, not one ; they had all been longing to go 
for a great while, but they had never had the oppor- 
tunity. 

" Well, then ! I cannot take all the school, — only a 
few; those who did not go the last time, or who 
were not here ; and the others must enjoy themselves 
as well as they can at home." 

Bright as the sun had appeared to Ruth before, 
it was tenfold more bright now. The thanks were 
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not very loud and a little constrained. It is more 
difficult to receive a favour well than to bestow it. 
But Mrs. Carter did not want words. She knew 
well the pleasure she was giving, and left them, after 
begging they would prepare immediately ; for they 
must drive into London, and go down to Richmond 
by one of the river steamers. Miss Barnard re- 
mained in the school-room for a few minutes, and 
relaxing from her usual severity, wished to know 
what she could do for those who were to stay behind ; 
how she could assist them in amusing themselves. 
Mrs. Carter had no objection to their choosing a 
book from the study to read aloud if they hked it ; 
and if they wished for any working materials — lamb's- 
wool, crochet needles, cardboard, silks — anything in 
short — Dawson should go out and execute the com- 
mission. Also, the agreeable facts were announced, 
that the cook had made a large cake for the evening, 
and that the fruit woman had been ordered to call, in 
case any of them should like to buy of her. 

"Ours is the best school in London, I protest 
it is," said Fanny Wilson, as she seated herself upon 
the top of her desk, and looked round with an 
air of great satisfaction. " But who is going to Rich- 
mond ? You, Ruth, and Madehne, and Clara, and 
who else ? " 

" Alice," added Clara, " and Jessie, and — but I 
don't know who ; every one must take care of herself. 
Now Alice, you and I will go and dress." 

" We must all go," observed Madeline. 

" Yes, of course ; but all is not my concern. Come, 
Alice." Alice did not follow. 

" Maddy, you be my friend for the day," said Janet 
Harding. 

** Well ! yes, if I can — certainly I will." 

** And Ruth, shall I walk with you?" inquired Alice. 

" No, no, no, AUce ; I am to have Ruth," ex- 
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claimed Jessie ; and she seized Ruth's hand in both 
hers. ''My dear^ darling Ruth, I am to have her 
all day, all to myself. Alice, indeed you can't/' 

" I think I must have Jessie," said Ruth in a very 
kind voice. " You know, Alice, she is so Httle. 

Jessie clung to her, and said, " Dear, darling Ruth 
again. 

It was very winning in her. Alice spoke not anothei 
word. She put a few stray things into her desk, 
locked it, and went to dress. 

It is a cheerful pleasant thing to catch the first 
gUmpse of the river Thames, as it flows through 
London, crowded with steamers, barges, fishing boats, 
and httle pleasure skiffs, so narrow and li^t that 
they seem scarcely able to bear the weight of a single 
person ; but it is still more pleasant to escape firom 
the whirl and confusion of shipping and business, 
the loading and unloading of vessels at the wharfs, 
the calling of porters and passengers, and the ringing 
of bells, and, after passing under the high dark arches 
of the different bridges, to emerge again into the free 
air ; and by degrees, leaving the long Hues of ware- 
houses and narrow streets which border the river, to 
reach the open country, and see fields and hedgerows 
shining fresh and green in the morning Hght, and 
watch the flickering reflections of dark trees, floating, 
as it seems, underneath the cool clear water of the 
river, and blending with the transparent blue of the 
cloudless sky. 

This was a pleasure such as Ruth had never en- 
joyed before. Even the open sea at Laneton scarcely 
seemed as delightful, for the coast was not very safe, 
and in consequence they scarcely ever went on the 
water. And at Ruth's age there was a particular 
charm in the life and cheerfulness of every thing 

ut her. The banks of the river were enlivened 

villas and gardens, and fine trees ornamented the 
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large park-like fields. Buth was not inclined to find 
fault with the numerous houses, and when they came 
to large villages, which Mrs. Carter said seemed like 
the suburhs of London, Ruth fancied that she was 
speaking rather in their praise than not. Every 
thing on this day, fi'om the hot steam-packet to the 
long walk after they landed, was agreeable to her. 
Only one of the party appeared not thoroughly 
happy. Alice sat by Clara Manners, but she did 
not enter into her jokes. She was Ustless and silent. 
Mrs. Carter remarked it, and inquired if she ■ had a 
headache. But no, Alice was quite well ; she made 
no complaints of any kind ; though she looked at 
Jessie O'Neile with somethhig of an envious eye. 
Yet when the seat by Buth was afterwards left vacant 
she did not offer to take it. 

"You will keep in order, my dears, in walking 
through the town," said Mrs. Carter when they 
reached Richmond. " Now go, one by one ; don't 
be in a hurry.'' 

The landing occupied but a few minutes, and then, 
whilst Mrs. Carter was giving some instructions to a 
servant, they divided into pairs according to the direc- 
tion. There was an imeven number. Alice kept 
back ; she thought it would be pleasant to walk with 
Mrs. Carter, and she intended to ask. 

Clara Manners came up to claim her. 

" Alice, you know you and I are to be friends to- 
day." 

" No, Clara, I never said so. I never promised to 
walk with you." 

" Oh ! yes, you did. I imderstood so, and what 
do you want to do else ? 

" I should like to walk with Mrs. Carter." 

" Walk with Mrs. Carter ! what a good little 
child I Jessie O'Neile Hkes walking with Mrs. Carter ; 
she tells her pretty stories." 

VOL. I. T 
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** I do not wisH to hear stories," said Alice. 

" Only to learn to be prim. My brother Charles 
says there is not such another prim old lady in Eng- 
land. He always calls her the Kensington Primer." 
Alice laughed. 

" Look at her, just look at her, now," said Clara, 
'' bowing and curtseying to that woman with a purple 
shawl. I declare they are a capital match. Now 
again there is the bow. See Ahce — this way," and 
Clara gave an exaggerated imitation of Mrs. Carter's 
bow. 

" Hush Clara ; be quiet, do ; people will see you." 

" I don't care ; why should I ? we are told to follow 
our superiors. Now, my dears, hold up your heads, 
walk properly, straight on." 

The manner was so like Mrs. Carter's that all 
who were near smiled, and the smile encouraged Clara 
to proceed. 

'' What a time she is coming ! what can they be 
saying ? Such heaps of good-byes ! and kisses ! I 
protest she is kissing that baby. That is because 
some day she thinks it will come to school. I know 
that is the reason." 

" Well ! and if it is, where is the harm ?" said 
Alice. 

" No harm ; who said there was harm ? I would 
kiss babies all day long if I thought I was to get so 
much money for it." 

The kiss to the baby was the farewell greeting 
between Mrs. Carter and her friend. 

The lady in the purple shawl pursued her way over 
Richmond Bridge, and Mrs. Carter came back to 
her young party, telling them that she was really 
sorry to have delayed them so long, but that she had 
just met with a friend whom she had not seen before 
for two years. Now, they were to go through the 
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street, and then turn to the left up the hill. A lady 
living near, one who had formerly been a pupil of 
Mrs. Carter's, was wishing to see them ; they were 
to dine at her house. Those who were in advance 
moved on. Mrs. Carter was standing alone. Alice 
thought of her intended request, but the wish to 
walk with Mrs. Carter was over. Clara took her arm 
as a matter of course, and AUce went with her. 

The High-street of Richmond was not very tempt- 
ing after Regent-street ; but it was a novelty, and that 
did just as well, and besides it was not crowded, 
and therefore more agreeable for walking ; and as they 
proceeded there were views of the river, and the 
opposite banks, very fresh and lovely and unlike 
London. 

Janet Harding found a little cause for complaint 
in the idea of going amongst strangers, but she was 
reassured by MadeUne's reminding her that Mrs. 
Vansittart had been at school herself, and therefore 
must know all about school-girls. Then the tone of 
her voice grew more cheerful, and she acknowledged, 
as they stood at the gate, nearly at the summit of 
Richmond Hill, that it did look as if the grounds 
within the palings must be extremely pretty. 

But there was a disappointment in store for them, 
at least for Mrs. Carter. Mrs. Vansittart had been 
sent for that morning to see an aunt who was ill. No 
one was at home to receive them ; but a cold dinner 
was prepared, and a note was left for Mrs. Carter, 
begging her to make use of the house as if it were 
her own. Janet Harding thought the arrangement 
a fortunate one, and Mrs. Carter alone was really 
sorry, for Mrs. Vansittart had been a favourite pupil. 
If the annoyance had been on the part of the children, 
the pleasure of the whole party might have been 
spoilt ; but Mrs. Carter was thoroughly unselfish, 
and never allowed her own vexation to interfere with 
the happiness of others. 
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The house — ^a large^ square, brick building, with 
stone facings — was not particularly picturesque ; but 
it stood in a beautiful garden, from which might be 
seen the steep fields leading down to the town, and 
the long reach of the river glidmg onwards through 
the meadows, and losing itself amidst the richness of 
the distant country, which stretched mile after mile 
towards the fax horizon, becoming softer and more 
purple in its hues, as trees, and houses, and hills 
blended their outlines and their colouring together^ 
until all were mingled at last in a faint blue misty 
shadow scarcely distinguishable from the vapoury 
sky. Ruth sat alone for some time on a pleasant 
seat overlooking the lovely landscape. She was not 
inclined for play ; she never was when enjoying very 
beautiful scenery. The sight of it made her quiet — 
it might almost have been termed sad ; but tne sad- 
ness was so pleasant she would not have exchanged 
it for mirth. 

A gentle footstep was heard, and Madeline, as she 
sat down beside her sister, said, — 

" Is it prettier than Laneton, Ruth ?*' 

" I don't know ; I think it must be. How far we 
can see ! Look ! quite away. Mrs. Carter says that 
Windsor is out there." 

" I like it — I like it very much — ^very much 
indeed," said Madeline ; " but I don't want it to be 
prettier than Laneton." 

" I would rather live at Laneton," replied Ruth, 
" and so would papa and mamma ; because of all the 
poor people, and the church, and the sea." 

" And it is very pretty, is it not," continued Made- 
line, " down on the shore when the tide is coming in, 
with the rocks and the cliffs ? I wish mamma could 
see this, and tell us which is the prettiest." 

** Mamma would be very glad to be here to^ay,** 
said Ruth. '' I should be so glad if she was, and 
dear papa too*" 
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** I always think about home on holidays," observed 
Madeline, " more than I do on any other days, 
because I am not so busy. But do you know, Ruth, 
I don't think some of the girls care much about their 
homes. Clara Manners does not." 

A burst of laughter reached them just at that 
moment. Clara's voice was heard very distinctly. 

" Now, my dears, proceed slowly. Hold up your 
head, Alice, and, with another shout of laughter, a 
little procession, walking two and two, came up the 
path which led from the lower part of the garden. 
Jessie O'Neile headed it. 

"They are mimicking Mrs. Carter, — how very 
vn'ong !" exclaimed Ruth ; " and she will see them. 
How can Clara do such things ! " 

" And Alice is there," said Madeline. " I wonder 
she joins." 

" Jessie — Jessie !" called out Ruth. 

" Fair play, Ruth," exclaimed Clara ; " I won't 
have my scholars taken from me. Now, my dears, 
toes turned out, shoulders down." 

" Jessie, that is very nau&rhty. Come to me," 
said Ruth again. 

The child stopped, and immediately the rest of the 
party stopped too. 

" Clara, you know you ought not — you know it as 
well as I do," said Ruth, going up to her. 

" Know what ? That there is any harm in walking 
round the garden ? We were told to do it. Don't 
stop us, if you please. On, my dears, on. We have 
no time to lose." 

Clara was an excellent mimic, and Ruth had real 
difficulty in keeping her countenance. She caught 
Jessie's frock. 

" Come to me, Jessie ; don't stay with them. 
Come to me, I want to talk to you. Jessie left her 
companion and followed Ruth. Alice looked after 
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her, and stepped aside as if she would have turned 
back also. Ruth took no notice, but Clara ran up to 
her and said : " Alice, don't go ; it is only Ruth's 
nonsense. There can't be any harm in having a 
little fun ;" and Alice moved on. But there were no 
more shouts of laughter — at least Alice did not join 
in them ; — and after again making the round of the 
garden, Alice stepped away from the party unper- 
ceived, and wandered into a walk by herself; a quiet 
shady walk, with the shrubs growing high enough 
to conceal any one who might be there. Why did 
this pleasant bright day make Alice sad ? Why was 
her mirth so little from the heart ? How was it that 
those whose society she cared for thought little about 
her, and those whom she never could respect were al- 
ways forcing themselves into her company? Alice 
deemed herself very imfortunate ; and again she said, 
as she had so often done before, that it was in vain to 
try to be good ; in vain to think of pleasing Lady 
Catharine ; in vain to endeavour to be Uke her dear 
mamma : because she was placed by circumstances 
with those who were always doing wrong. If Ruth 
were fond of her, if Mary Vernon would notice her, 
if she did not sleep in the same room and sit at the 
same desk with Clara Manners, she might be better ; 
but, now, it was impossible. 

Alice walked till she was tired, but she would not 
go to the bench where Ruth and MadeHne were, for 
she felt ashamed. The trunk of a fallen tree lay 
stretched across the path, and she sat down on it 
to rest. Her heart was heavy, for her conscience was 
uneasy. How long she sat there she did not think. 
It was quiet and warm, and Alice did not wish to be 
interrupted. Sad though her thoughts were, she 
liked better to indulge them than to join in mirth 
which she did not feel. Alice sometimes pondered 
very seriously upon what life really was ; how strange 
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it was ; how wonderful that she should be able to 
live, and move, and converse, and think ; how won- 
derful that trees should grow, and flowers blossom, 
and the sun shine, and the wind blow; how still 
more wonderful and awful, that such numbers and 
numbers of persons should have dwelt upon earth 
since it was created ; that they should have Uved the 
same sort of life which she was then living, and now 
that they should all be gone — gone, no one knew 
where — ^gone, either to happiness or misery. It was 
very awful ! Alice was not at all happy when the 
idea came before her, for her faults came also. 

She was still thinking, when Mary Vernon came 
into the walk. Mary did not perceive Alice until 
she was quite close to her, and then she started and 
said : — 

" Alice, you here alone !" 

" Yes," replied Alice, " I am tired." 

" Are you ? but why did you run about when 
you knew we were to have a long walk after dinner ?" 

*We did not run, we only walked," replied 
Alice. 

"Then you were with Clara," said Mary, not 
without some hesitation. 

" Yes, for a little while. Why do you ask ?" 

" Because, Alice, I wish you would not do what 
Clara tells you." 

" She asks me, she does not tell me," said Alice. 

" Well, asking or telling, it is very much the same. 
You do the things." 

" Not all," rephed Alice, " and often I don't wish 
to do them ; but I cannot help it." 

" Are you sure of that, dear Alice ? This morn- 
ing, for instance." 

Mary spoke very mildly, but AHce felt angry. 

" This morning was aU nonsense, Mary. I dare 
say Ruth has been talking to you about it ; but really 
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8he makes such mountains out of molebillsy that 
it is quite absurd/' 

" Ruth told me, certainly," replied Mary ; " but 
I cannot perceive there was anything absurd in 
what she said. She mentioned that several of you 
had been laughing at Mrs. Carter." 

" Not laughing at her, herself; only at her odd 
ways." 

" But that must be laughing at herself. Her 
ways are a part of herself." 

''And if they are absurd they must be laughed 
at," persisted AHce. 

" Not by you, nor by me, AHce," replied Mary, 
very gravely. " We are placed under her : we are 
in a manner her children." 

'* I don't see that," said Alice. 

" Who takes care of us here ? Who teaches us ? 
Whom are we bound to obey ?" iaquired Mary. 

" Oh ! Mrs. Carter> of course ; but, Mary, there 
must be a great difference. If I had a mamma," 
and AUce's voice faltered, " I should never laugh at 
her." 

" But you would not obey and honour her, I am 
afraid," continued Mary. 

" Not honour her ! Oh ! yes, Mary ; you don't 
know what my mamma was like." 

" Ruth says she was very good iadeed," answered 
Mary ; " and I am quite sure, in that case, that she 
would never bear your being disrespectful." 

Alice became suddenly thoughtful. 

*' I did not mean to be irreverent ;" she said at 
length, with greater softness of manner. 

'' But, dear Alice, can you not understand that all 
persons who are put over us — whether they are parents, 
or clergymen, or governesses — are put over us by God; 
and therefore we are not to ask whether we like 
them, but we are to obey and show them reverenc(^ 
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because it is His mil. And jou know» only yester- 
day, we were told in the sermon at churcn» that 
when we are commanded to * honour our father and 
mother/ it means that we are to pay respect to all 
persons who have authority over us." 

" I am always respectful when I speak to Mrs. 
Carter," said Alice. 

" But, Alice, you would not like to be a hypo- 
crite." 

" A hypocrite ! No, how shocking !" 

" Yet if you honour Mrs. Carter before her face 
and mimic her behind her back, it is something very 
like hypocrisy." 

" I should not do it, if Clara did not begin," said 
Alice. 

" And do you always mean to follow what Clara 
begins?" asked Mary. 

''I do not mean anything," exclaimed Alice 
impatiently. "I do just what comes in my way; 
but if you think it is wrong to mimic Mrs. Carter 
I will not do it again." 

Alice rose from her seat, and would have vfralked 
away, but Mary detained her. 

*' Alice, dear, you are angry vdth me. I am 
extremely sorry." 

Mary's humble tone struck Alice as a reproach 
for her hastiness. 

" I am very naughty, Mary," she said, turning 
round whilst tears filled her eyes ; "but I cannot help 
it. I do really vfish. to be good, and I won't mimic 
Mrs. Carter any more." 

'* And, AUce, will you try to keep away from Clara 
Manners?" 

*' If I can ; I will do anything I can : but no 
one cares for me — ^no one ever wishes to be with me." 

" Yes, I wish it ; and Ruth." 

** No, indeed^ Ruth never does ; she would not 
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have me to-day to walk with her. I know why it is; 
I am not good enough for her." 

" And can you ever hecome better by being with 
Clara Manners?" 

" No ; but I sleep in the same room^ and sit at 
the same desk, and so I must be with her." 

"It is very hard," said Mary, half speaking to 
herself. " But, Alice," she added, " if you were to 
endeavour not to follow Clara's ways, if you were to 
say you did not Hke them, then Ruth and those 
who are steady would try to have you with them. 
But they see you laughing with Clara, and then they 
think you prefer her company. Any one instance in 
which you would stand aloof from Clara would be a 
beginning, and make them wish more to be with you. 
So you see it is in your own power." 

Alice remained silent. 

" You will try, won't you, dear Alice ?" continued 
Mary ; " and especially about mimicking and ridicul- 
ing. You know how Clara laughs at the clergyman, 
and it always gives me such pain to hear her ; it is 
so extremely wrong." 

" I do think laughing at clergymen is wrong," 
said Ahce. 

" Yet you laugh with Clara, and encourage her ; 
you do not try to stop her." 

" If I could think about it at the time," continued 
Alice, " but I forget." 

" It must be of great consequence to be particu- 
lar," said Mary ; " because the commandment about 
paying honour is the first which has a promise with it." 

"That promise was to the Jews," rephed Alice; 
" there is no land for us to Hve long in." 

" Only heaven," said Mary, quietly, but very 
solemnly. 

Alice looked at her earnestly. 

" Mary," she said, " I wish I was as sure of going 
to heaven as vou are." 
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"Oh! Alice/* exclaimed Mary, '^how can I pos- 
sibly be sure of it ? Persons who are ever so good are 
not sure ; but I should be glad to feel that I was 
trying to make myself fit for it; and I was told 
once, that a very good way of trying is by being 
reverent and showing respect, because then we are 
always reminded of having some one above us." 

" I do respect people very much," said AHce. " I 
respect Mrs. Carter, and a great many people ; but I 
cannot help laughing at them when Clara is so absurd, 
though I am always sorry afterwards." 

Mary looked vexed and puzzled. She was not 
accustomed to meet with a character like Alice's — 
one which could so plainly see the right, and yet so 
constantly follow the wrong. She was not able to 
pursue the conversation, for they were interrupted by 
Ruth, who had been looking for Mary to go in to 
dinner with her. 

Ruth seemed surprised at finding Mary and Ahce 
together, but she asked no questions ; and Alice im- 
mediately felt herself thrown into the back-ground, 
when she saw that Ruth took it as a matter of course 
that Mary would hke being with her rather than 
with any one else. 

" Now, Jessie, will you be my little companion 
through the park?" said Mrs. Carter, when the din- 
ner was over, and the party collected in the hall pre- 
pared for their walk. Jessie ran up to Mrs. Carter 
and took possession of one hand. Alice had an in- 
clination to go to the other side. Mrs. Carter 
noticed the direction of her glance. 

" Alice, my dear," she said, ** you and I have not 
had a walk together for some time : will you come, if 
you have not promised any of your companions ?" 

Alice coloured and looked pleased. 

" You can't, you are engaged," whispered Clara 
Manners behind her. 
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'* Never mind, my dear," continned Mrs. Carter, 
seeing Alice's hesitation; ^^ I merely thongbt you 
were not engaged." 

Alice blushed more deeply. 

"Turn out your toes, hold up your head, my 
dear," mimicked Clara, in a very low whisper. 

The comers of Alice's mouth worked with re- 
pressed laughter. 

"Are you engaged?" asked Mrs. Carter, still 
more kindly. 

" Kensington Primer," whispered Clara. 

Alice at length found a voice to answer — 

" I — I don't know, ma'am ; I thought" — She 
looked round for Clara, who came forward boldly. 

" Alice is engaged to me, ma'am." 

" Oh ! very well. Why did you not say so at 
once, my love ?" 

" Then may I walk with you, ma'am ?" inquired 
Ruth, coming forward. Imrs. Carter smiled, held 
out her hand, and gave the order to proceed. 

There are many lovely walks in Richmond Park, 
along the broad terrace looking over the river, and 
by the inclosed gardens of the few houses which are 
built in the Park ; and farther away, in the more 
retired parts, where the grass is unworn save by the 
tread of the deer scattered about amongst the 
branching oaks; and fern, and heath, and wild- 
flowers, cause one quite to forget that within but a 
few miles hes the dense mass of houses, churches, 
and public buildings, which form the largest city now 
in the world. 

" It is very pleasant, AHce, is it not ?" said Made- 
line, as they waited for a few moments not to lose 
sight of Mrs. Carter, who was walking slowly behind. 

"Yes, very — very pretty indeed. But, Clara," — 
and Alice turned away from Madeline as she spoke — 
** I don't understand what you are sajdng." 
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••Hush! can't you?" exclaimed Clara, drawing 
her aside. " Alice, I never will tell you anything, if 
you are so foolish." 

" Oh ! Madeline would not know ; she never 
hstens." 

'^ But I am sure she would know ; she is as sharp 
as a needle on some points, and I would not tell her 
or Ruth for the world." 

" Then why tell me ? I don't wish to hear." 

" Nonsense, Alice ; you must hear. You sleep in 
our room, and you must ; hesides, you cannot help 
yourself. You know that book we were reading the 
other Sunday in the dressing-room ?'* 

" Yes. We finished it I thought." 

" So we did : but we can get some more. Shouldn't 
you like it?" 

" Perhaps — I am not sure. Mrs. Carter does not 
choose us to read books without her seeing them." 

*'0h, nonsense! there is no harm in the book. 
You did not hear any, did you ?" 

" It was very amusing," rephed Alice, in a doubtful 
tone, '' But we ought not to have read it on a 
Sunday." 

" Well, perhaps we ought not ; we need not do it 
again. — ^But on other days. Justine can get us as 
many as we hke ; only we must keep the matter 
to ourselves, and read them carefully when we have a 
few minutes to spare in the day, and a Httle at nighty 
if we are quick in undressing." 

" I don't wish to have anything to do with it," 
said Alice. " I thought the other day it was very 
wrong in us to read story books in the dressing-room 
on a Sunday." 

" On a Sunday ! How you will persist in talking, 
about Sunday," replied Ckura. We need never do it 
again on a Sunday." 

" But on any day I had rather not." 
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Clara's countenance expressed great surprise. 

" Why, Alice, what have vou been doing ? What 
has made you so particular all of a sudden ?" 

" It is not of a sudden," replied Alice, not choosing 
to acknowledge the influence of Mary Vernon's con- 
versation. " I have been sorry for what I did on 
that Sunday ever since ! " 

** Sunday again ! " repeated Clara impatiently. 
" You shall engage, if you like, never to read them 
except on common days. Justine will bring them, and 
we can enjoy them quietly at night when we goto bed." 

" If they are Justine's books, they wiU be French," 
said Alice ; " and I cannot read French easily without 
a dictionary." 

" They are not French," answered Clara ; " they 
are English. Justine reads them in French, but she 
can get translations for us; only, we must all 
subscribe." 

" Then it is no use to talk to me," said Alice ; " I 
cannot afford it." 

" You can manage somehow. I will lend you the 
money, and you can pay me next half-year." 

" No, thank you ; I had rather not." 

" But, Alice, you must ; you sleep in our room, 
and we are all going to do it — Florence, and Harriet, 
and I." 

" I cannot see that sleeping in your room is any 
reason," observed AHce angrily. 

" Then you will not hear the books, or look at 
them ?" persisted Clara ; " and Justine says they are 
extremely pretty — quite beautiful, indeed." 

" Mrs. Carter would not Hke it," said Alice. 

" If you once begin with those fancies, there is an 
end of it," exclaimed Clara, impetuously. " You 
will be as bad as Ruth, who is always saying that 
Mrs. Carter, or her papa, or mamma, or some tire- 
some person or another, will not like it." 
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Clara had, unknowingly, defeated her own purpose. 
She had touched upon a point on which her com- 
panion was at that instant particularly susceptible. 
The spirit of reverence was one of the most hopeful 
traits in Alice's disposition. Even when induced to 
join in ridicule, she was never free from self-reproach. 
Clara's expression, appUed to Mr. and Mrs. Clifford, 
shocked her. She did not, however, withdraw at 
once, as Madehne would have done. Alice was 
always apt to waver, and she did not fully see how 
wrong the action proposed would be. She said she 
would think about it ; she would not say yes ; she 
thought they might do without her ; and Clara, who 
was soon tired of Alice when she had in any way what 
was called " a good fit" upon her, presently left her. 
Then Alice was more happy. She had, in a manner, 
resisted temptation. Jessie ran away from Mrs. 
Carter to play amongst the trees and Alice took her 
place. The walk seemed to grow more pleasant from 
that moment. Mrs. Carter had spent many of her 
young days at Richmond, and she had amusing sto- 
ries to tell them of what she had done there. She 
knew also all the houses, and the names of several of 
the persons who lived in them, and she could point 
out the high mound where it is said that Henry the 
Eighth stood, looking over towards London, and 
watching till the rocket should be sent up into the air 
which was to give notice of the execution of Anna 
Boleyn. Alice began to feel that to be with persons 
older than herself, who were willing to notice and 
teach her, and whom she could thoroughly respect, 
was much better than having an idle conversation 
with idle companions of her own age. 

The walk through the Park was ended, and there 
was just a quarter of an hour to spare before their 
return. Jessie wished to carry home a little remem 
brance of Richmond, and asked if she might go into 
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a shop to buy something. She had a shilling with 
her, and she should like it very much. The idea 
once suggested, everyone wished to do the same. 
Mrs. Carter gave permission for ** a shilling— only a 
shilling — to be spent, and spent quickly; there 
was no time to lose ;'' — and the instant the consent 
was obtained the shop was entered, and the shop- 
women were besieged with wants and questions. 
Madeline and Ruth agreed to put their shillings to- 
gether, and buy a Uttle silk box for their mamma, — 
a morocco one, with rosewood winders and the 
coloured silks all prepared. A smaller box, with 
cedar winders, Alice thought would just please Lady 
Catharine, and she was more anxious to buy some- 
thing for her than for any of her schoolfellows. She 
put her hand into her pocket, but her purse was not 
there. She recollected having left it behind her, in 
her desk. She had taken it in her hand just before 
they came out, and then replaced it, thinking it 
would not be wanted. 

"What shall I do? who will lend me some 
money ? Please help me," she exclaimed in distress. 
Mrs. Carter was not near, and every one else was 
busied with the purchases. 

Madeline, however, heard, and coming up to her, 
said : "Do you want money, Alice? I can lend you 
some." 

" Yes, a shilling, if you would ; but they are just 
going — ^look." 

Mrs. Carter was hastening the putting up of the 
several parcels : she was afraid of being late for the 
steamer. 

"The small silk case, if you please," said Alice, 
anxiously, to the shopwoman. " Pray, let me have it 
directly." 

But, before the string was properly tied, Mrs. 
Carter and the rest of the party had left the shop. 
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Alice put down the money upon the counter, and 
was just going, when she was called back. ** The 
change. Miss ; you have forgotten the change," said 
the girl. 

Alice looked surprised. Madeline had given her 
half-a-crown by mistake. She took up the eighteen- 
pence, put it loose into the pocket of her dress, 
and hastened away. She meant to return the 
money to Madeline immediately, but her thoughts 
were occupied with the fear of not overtaking Mrs. 
Carter ; and when again seated on the deck of the 
steamer, Madeline was not near her, so that there 
was no convenient opportunity. 

Ruth was with Mrs. Carter, who appeared to take 
a particular pleasure in conversing with her. Ruth 
made herself very useful. She saw that every one 
took her own shawl, and was mindful of Mrs. Car- 
ter's basket, and took care that Jessie should remain 
with her and be steady. She had a quiet way of 
ordering and arranging, to which all were inclined to 
give way. Even Clara Manners followed Ruth's 
suggestion, and then laughed and wondered how 
she could be foohsh enough to attend to her. Ruth 
did not care for the laughter. She felt that her 
power in the school was increasing. 

Alice watched it all, and wished she was like her. 
It was the old wish, but it was stronger on this 
day. Alice had experienced two states of mind, 
one arising from careless folly, from disrespect to 
her superiors, and idle companionship ; the other 
occasioned by the conversation with Mary Vernon, 
the example of Ruth and Madeline, and the society 
of Mrs. Carter. She had no doubt, that to look up 
and honour is much happier as well as much 
better for us all, than to indulge in ridicule. 

VOL. I. z 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

Alice did not think of Madeline's money on the 
evening after their return from Eichmond, and, 
strange to say, Madeline did not inquire about it. 
The next day AHce remembered, but at an awkward 
time, in school when she was not allowed to talk ; 
and then she recollected that she had not the same 
dress on which she had worn the day before, so 
that there would be no use in speaking to Made- 
line, for she could not give back the money till they 
went to bed. AHce was a procrastinator, and this 
kind of recollecting and delaying went on for some 
time. 

Clara again named the books and the subscrip- 
tion, but Alice would give no answer. She hoped 
the idea would pass away, for she knew that Justine 
had carried home the volumes which had been read, 
and she had heard her say to Clara : '' Remember, 
they wont let you have any more, unless you pay 
directly." 

Alice was very fond of reading, and if the books 
which Justine promised to get were at all like 
that of which she had heard a part, she was sure 
they would be delightful, for they were in a style 
quite new to her, about grown-up persons, and 
AHce was just beginning to take a greater interest 
in the history of persons older than herself than 
in (Children's story books. 

But to counteract this temptation, there was the 
knowledge that Mrs. Carter did not Hke any books 
to be read which she had not previously seen, and 
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the certainty that the whole plan must be wrong, 
because Clara would not like it to be mentioned to 
Ruth. 

Three days, however, after the Richmond party, 
as AHce was alone in the school-room just after tea, 
Clara and Florence Trevelyan looked in, and finding 
no one there besides Alice, Clara said : *' Alice, we 
have been wanting to speak to you all day." 

"I have been sitting opposite to you," replied 
Alice; "you have had plenty of opportunities for 
speaking. 

" Yes, but there are so many to listen," said Flo- 
rence; "and Clara and I wish to talk to you by 
yourself. We want you to join us." 

"Join!" repeated Alice; "Oh! I remember — 
but I have told you I can't, I have no money." 

" Never mind the money," said Clara ; " we will 
manage that. But will you agree ? " 

" No ; Mrs. Carter would not like it." 

Clara shrugged her shoulders impatiently. "I 
knew how it would be at Richmond. Whenever you 
get with Ruth and Madeline and the good set, Alice, 
you are not worth a farthing." 

" It will be ill-natured not to do it," said Florence, 
in a more gentle tone ; " for it will oblige us to pay 
more than we meant." 

"And we cannot trust you," added Clara; "you 
may tell." 

Alice made no answer. With regard to trusting, 
it was very doubtful whether any one had a right to 
insist upon her keeping a secret of a wrong kind. 
" I wish you would not hinder me," she said. " I 
must go and learn my lessons." 

" It is all Ruth's doing," exclaimed Clara. " She 
is always trying to get you over to her side. I hate 
people who are so over-good; and I can tell Miss 
Iluth, that if she has set her heart upon ever being 
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judge, she had better take care ; she shall never be 
judge with my consent." 

"But at any rate, if you will not join yourself, will 
you help me?" asked Florence. "I want more 
money for Justine ; will you lend it me ? " 

Alice hesitated. "I have very Httle left," she 
answered. 

" Oh ! baby ! baby ! She wants her money for 
cakes," said Clara ironically. 

Alice felt this taunt. Her fondness for sweet 
things was as strong now as in the days of the lost 
bonbon. 

" It does not matter what I want it for," she 
answered coolly ; " but I have only half-a-crown left, 
and a shilling of that I owe Madeline." 

" But the eighteenpence, let me have that," said 
Florence. 

Alice held back, and observed that she did not 
think she had her purse down stairs, though at the 
same time she fooUshly showed her disposition to 
yield, by putting her hand into her pocket to feel for 
it. It was not there — she thought it might be in her 
desk— yes, upon second thoughts, she remembered 
that it must be, and Alice opened the desk, still 
declaring that she did not mean to lend the money, 
because she did not think it right. Clara and 
Florence looked at each other and smiled. Ahee 
found the purse, and stood with it in her hand, 
debating what she should do. 

" I owe Madehne a shilling," she said. 

"Well," replied Florence, "pay that, and you will 
have eighteenpence left." 

The word eighteenpence seemed to strike Alice 
disagreeably. She cast her eyes upon her dress, then 
put her hand into her pocket, took it out, put it in 
again, and at length exclaimed, — 

" This was the dress, I am sure." 
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"The dress? "What do you mean?** inquired 
Clara and Florence. 

"The dress 1 put the change into — the dress I 
wore at Richmond. What can have become of it ?" 

"Of the dress?" asked Clara, with a laugh. 
" Why, you have it on." 

" The money — Madeline's money. She gave me 
half-a-crown — I had eighteenpence change. Where 
can it be ?" 

Alice searched again, and this time, as she drew 
out her hand, she looked extremely annoyed. There 
was a hole in her pocket; the money must have 
sHpped through. AUce's spirit was not however 
easily depressed. When she was sure of the fact of 
her loss, she turned to Florence, and said, — 

" Then, Florence, you see it is impossible. I 
must give my money to Madeline now, to make up 
for the eighteenpence I have lost." 

"How provoking,'* said Florence. "Are you 
quite sure it is not there ?" 

" Quite ; I have nothing in my pocket but a pencil 
and my handkerchief.'* 

Clara was going away. 

" Stay one minute,*' said Florence. " Alice, just 
lend me the eighteenpence. I will repay it; and 
Madeline won't want it yet." 

"But I cannot: it is not mine now. Ask 
Madehne." 

" Ask Madeline ! Impossible ! She would find 
out something directly;" 

"And remember, Alice," said Clara, " you are 
bound to help in some way : you have heard part of 
one of the books ; it will be quite mean if you don't." 

Alice had a dread of meanness, perhaps from being 
conscious in her own heart that she was naturally not 
entirely free from it. 
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"But what shall I do," she asked, "if Madeline 
wants to be repaid?" 

" Oh, make an excuse ; pay the shilling, and then 
beg her to wait for the eighteenpence. There are a 
hundred ways of getting out of the difficulty. Bor- 
row of some one else, if you are very much put to it.'* 

" But don't be frightened," said Florence, feeling 
for AHce's evident perplexity. " I shall be sure to 
have some money from home before the hohdays." 

" Quite sure ?" 

" Yes. Why should you doubt ? Please give me 
the money." 

" We shall have some one asking after us, if we 
stay here any longer," said Clara. " And, Alice, you 
are bound to help, because you read the book." 

Poor AHce was in no danger of forgetting that fact. 
It was a weight upon her conscience already. She 
gave the money, and Florence and Clara, again 
reminding her not to mention what she had done, 
left her. 

The holidays were now drawing near. After 
Mrs. Carter's birthday it was understood that all 
were to occupy themselves dihgently in bringing the 
work of the half-year to a conclusion. The good 
conduct marks were reckoned frequently; and the 
elder girls were very industrious in finishing their 
drawings, and learning difficult pieces of music per- 
fectly. Busy as the school always was, it was a 
great deal more busy when the hohdays approached. 
This season was Anna Grant's particular delight. 
She was continually in a bustle. Nothing escaped 
her vigilance. She seemed to be everywhere at once, 
managing her own affairs cleverly, and suggesting 
what should be done with every other person's. 
Mary Vernon withdrew more and more from the 
exercise of her office of judge. It was Mrs. Carter's 
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idea. She thought that Mary might hy this means 
be enabled to see how affairs were likely to be 
managed when she was away, and might be^able to 
give Anna some useful hints. Besides, Mary was 
preparing for confirmation and her first Communion, 
and Mrs. Carter did not wish her to be burdened 
with more business than was absolutely necessary. 

It was curious to watch Ruth's manner at this 
time. She appeared to follow wherever Anna Grant 
led, for the purpose of smoothing whatever Anna had 
ruffled. She never put herself forward. She gave 
her opinion rather less decidedly than before ; her po- 
sition was that of a peace-maker, and it was one which 
gained her many friends. Ruth was not hypocritical 
in this. She cud really like to do kind things, and 
she disapproved of Anna's domineering manner ; but, 
besides, she had a view to her own interests ; a wish 
to obtain praise. As to being chosen judge, Ruth 
was fully aware that such a thing was not Hkely to 
be yet. She only looked to it by-and-by. 

Madeline did not think much about the money she 
had lent Alice. It was a common thing for money to 
be borrowed, and every now and then there were 
grand settlement days : but Madeline was very care- 
less in money matters — carelessness, indeed, was her 
fault in everything. She had an account book, but 
it was never regularly kept, and Ruth often scolded 
her for it. Once or twice she said, " Alice, you owe 
me some money," and Alice would answer, " Yes," 
and there the subject ended, much to the relief of 
AUce ; for Florence Trevelyan still delayed the repay- 
ment of her debt. She was always expecting money 
from home, but unfortunately the money never 
came. 

What arrangements had been made with Justine 
about the books, Alice did not exactly know. No- 
thing was told her, but she saw whispering and 
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meaning looks pass between Clara and Jnstine, and 
at night there was generally some mjsterioos Yolnme 
read silently by one of the party in her bed-room, 
the title of which she was not allowed to see. She 
had reason to believe that Justine had paid a sub- 
scription to a Hbrary, and engaged to bring the 
books as they were wanted. 

Alice was not at all happy in thinking this — her 
conscience was often seriously disturbed, as to whe- 
ther she ought not to mention the subject to Mrs. 
Carter ; but she could not endure to repeat tales : 
she had read part of one book ; she had lent money 
to procure others : — it seemed mean to take part in 
a pleasure, and then to betray her companion. What 
could she do? That first fault, the idling away 
of a half hour on a Sunday afternoon, reading a 
wrong book, how much uneasiness it was causing 
her! 

" The letters are very late," said Harriet Trevelyan, 
one morning, as they were all preparing their lesson 
books before school began. " Florence and I want 
to hear whether we may have our new bonnets." 

'^ And I want to know whether papa will come 
and fetch me home," said Janet. 

" And I want to hear about my little new dog,'* 
cried Jessie O'Neile," determined not to be outdone 
in wishes. And what do you want to hear about, 
Ruth ? " 

" Oh ! .a great many things," replied Ruth ; 
''more than I can remember just now: I am too 
busy." 

" And you ? and you ? " continued Jessie ; and she 
ran from one to the other, making every one answer 
something to her questions. At last she went up 
to Anna Grant. Unlike her usual custom, Anna 
was sitting quite silent. "What do you want 
Anna I " said Jessie. 
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Nothing, dear, nothing ; run away, will you." 
Oh ! but you must say something." 
" No, Jessie ; don't be troublesome." Anna's 
voice was not so much hasty as grave. 

Ruth called Jessie away, and asked Madeline if 
she knew what was the matter with Anna. 

" The matter ! No ; is there anything the matter ?" 
Florence Trevelyan was standing near, and hear- 
ing the question, she said : '' I can tell you Anna ; 



IS anxious." 



Oh! yes, I remember," said Ruth. "She 
heard of her papa being ill yesterday ; but I did 
not think it was anything serious." 

" Mrs. Carter was talking to her this morning ; I 
dont know what about," observed Florence. "I 
suppose it was about that, but I never asked. How 
I wish the letters would come ! I do long to know 
whether we may have the bonnets." 

The postman's knock was heard. Harriet and 
Florence rushed to the door. Anna rose quickly, 
and then sat down again. "Poor Anna!" said 
Ruth compassionately; "I am afraid it must be 
something of consequence. I suppose, if any thing 
were to happen to her papa, she woula leave 
school." 

" Yes," replied Madeline ; " and how sorry she 
would be ! I mean besides its being dreadful for 
her papa to die. I wish we could help her." 

" We cannot," answered Ruth. " Dawson will be 
here in a moment, to tell us whom the letters are for." 

" I wish I might go and ask for her at once," 
said Madehne. 

"No, no, Maddy; indeed you must not; it is 
against the rules. She will be sure, I should think 
to leave school, if anything happens to her papa. 
I remember some one saying so one day." 
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'^ So do I. When she is gone, what a little set 
we shall he." 

" Harriet and Florence are great ones," said Ruth. 

*' Yes ; but they never seem anything ! they are 
so silly. Ruth, you will be quite like the eldest." 

" Oh ! no," exclaimed Ruth, " there will be — ^let 
me see — three at least older than I am." 

" But they are not so high in the school. Ruth, 
you would be judge." 

Ruth made no reply. 

"Is it very unkind to think of such things, I 
wonder?" said Madeline. "I am very sorry lor 
Anna." 

" So am I. I wonder Dawson does not come." 

Anna's patience was exhausted. She went to the 
door and stood there ; and when Dawson appeared 
and gave the names of those who had letters, Anna 
was the first to go. Madeline still remained by Ruth, 
thinking and wondering ; but Ruth took httle notice 
of her. She bent over her copy-book, and began 
to write an exercise ; yet every now and then, when 
the door opened, she raised her eyes and looked 
round quickly. 

Several who had left the room returned. Anna 
Grant was not amongst the number. Mrs. Carter, it 
was said, had given her a letter and sent her to her own 
chamber to read it. Further inquiries were put a stop to 
by the commencement of school. Ruth's thoughts 
on that morning were not betrayed by words ; but 
they must have been engrossing, for she said her les- 
sons imperfectly, and was twice reproved for not 
answering when spoken to. Madeline was reproved 
also ; but it was for whispering to her nearest neigh- 
bour in the reading class, that she was afraid some- 
thing very bad must be the matter about Anna, 
because she had not been in school since the letter 
came. During the whole of school-time there was a 
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quiet bustle in the house. • Mary Vernon came in 
and out, and searched in Anna's desk, and carried off 
all that she could find belonging to her ; but no one 
ventured to ask questions, under the fear of a forfeit. 
"When the lessons were over, all gave way to the 
expression of their curiosity. Janet had heard a 
strange gentleman's voice ; Fanny Wilson fancied 
that Dawson had been told to order a carriage ; every 
one had something to say, except Ruth; she sat 
silent. Luncheon was brought in ; luncheon instead 
of dinner. There was no reason given for the change ; 
but they were ordered to keep in the school-room, 
and the pianos were stopped. Presently a further 
piece of information was obtained from Dawson. A 
strange gentleman was in the drawing-room, and Miss 
Grant was packing up her things, and crying very 
much. 

" Ruth," said Madeline, when she heard this, " I 
am sure it must be true what we thought. Anna's 
papa must be very ill, and she must be going away." 

" Yes, probably." This was all that Ruth would 
say, and Madeline went to tell her thoughts to 
others. 

For some time all talked of Anna, and really felt 
for her ; Alice amongst the number. But Alice had 
not a mind entirely free for any other person's 
anxieties; she was fretted for herself. Florence 
Trevelyan had, as she expected, received a letter from 
home, but Alice could not discover what was said in 
it about money. She inquired, and was told that 
Mrs. Trevelyan only wrote an order as to the trim- 
ming of the new bonnets. The reply was given hastily, 
as if the question was one of no consequence whatever ; 
and Florence went on talking about Anna, and the 
probability of her leaving school, without giving one 
thought to Alice's look of annoyance. 

" Alice, I want you. Come here, will you," cried 
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Clara Manners, as Alice left the luncheon table, grave 
and downcast. 

" Just tell me whether you really asked for the 
money, Florence ?" repeated Alice ; but Florence was 
busying herself with helping bread and butter, and 
appeared not to have heard the question. 

** How can you be so silly and unkind, Alice V 
said Clara, when Alice went to her. " You choose 
such very awkward moments. Florence can't 
answer you about the money when there are so many 
near. If you want to know, I can tell you. Her 
mamma will not send her any ; she has been extra- 
vagant." 

" But, Clara,*' — and Alice reddened with anger, — 
" she must have some money ; she must pay me. I 
owe it to Madeline." 

" Well ! well ! don't fuss about it. It will be 
managed someway. All I beg, is that you will keep 
quiet." 

" But has Florence used my money ? has she given 
it to Justine yet ?" 

" Those who ask, won't hear ; and those who don't 
ask, don't care to know," replied Clara ironically. 

" But indeed it is so unjust, so unfair. I never 
heard anything like it," remonstrated Alice. " I 
wiU ask Ruth ; I wiU teU " 

"Hush! hush! gently — ^be quiet!" continued 
Clara, laughing. " I only meant to tease you. You 
shall have your money by-and-by ; but you must be 
contented to wait. No one means to cheat you of 
your eighteenpence." 

" Cheat !" exclaimed Alice, in a loud voice ; " I 
should think not." 

" No, of course, no one means to cheat you,*' con- 
tinued Clara in the same indifferent manner. " You 
shall have it some day or other." 
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The tone provoked Alice beyond endurance. 

" I will not wait for some day or other. I will 
have it now," she said. " If it is not given me, I 
will tell Mrs. Carter all about it." 

*' And tell Mrs. Carter that you read a story book 
in the dressing-room on a Sunday afternoon," replied 
Clara, still answering with perfect coolness. " Where 
will be your chance of the good-conduct prize then, 
Alice ? You want how many tickets to make up the 
number?" 

" Eight," said Alice. 

" And vou are nearly sure of them now. Tell, and 
you will forfeit four. Good b'ye." 

Clara laughed, left her seat, and went to the other 
end of the room. Alice stood with the luncheon in 
her hand, upon the verge of a burst of passion< All 
her companions were talking and amusing themselves, 
except Ruth. Alice's impulse was to go at once and 
open her heart to her. She advanced a step and 
then paused. Ruth was not quite the person to 
whom she would have chosen to confess a fault. 
Ruth noticed her approach, and asked if she would 
fetch some luncheon for her, as she was very busy. 
Alice did as she was requested, and putting the plate 
of bread and butter and the glass of water upon the 
top of the desk, remained by Ruth quite silent. Clara 
saw her. Under pretence of wishing for some more 
limcheon, she came up and took away the plate, 
and, as she passed Alice, said in a very low tone, — 

" Mind, Alice 1 if you tell, you have no chance of 
the prize." 

"Thank you; that is my own concern," said 
Alice haughtily, aloud. 

" What is the matter, Alice ?" asked Ruth, as she 
looked up with a smile. ** What are you and Clara 
at war about ?" 
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*' Nothing. We are not at war ; only she irritates 
me so that I can't hear it." 

" Does she ? Never mind ; she teazes every one." 

" She does more than teaze me," exclaimed Alice ; 
*' she makes me so angry I can scarcely hear myself, 
or her either ; and I won't hear it ; I won't suhnoit 
any longer. I will tell Mrs. Carter, and Miss 
Barnard, and Lady Catharine ; I will tell every one, 
that I wiU." 

" But what will yon tell them ? What has she 
done ?" 

The temptation to speak out was strong; hut 
Alice thought of the good-conduct prize, and was 
afraid of betraying herself. 

*'0h! everytfing; she is provoking in every- 
thing." 

Ruth laid down her pen, and said, whilst she looked 
steadily in Alice's face, — 

" Alice, if you disHke Clara so much, why are you 
always with her ?" 

" I am not with her ; I try to keep away from 
her— I hate her." 

Ruth looked shocked. 

"Yes," continued Alice, quickly, "I do hate her; 
and, I am right. She does a great many more 
wrong things than Mrs. Carter, or any one guesses ; 
and I know it will be found out, and we shall all 
get punished together. I would give all the world 
to be away from her." 

" But," said Ruth in surprise, " if there is any 
thing wrong, surely, Alice, vou ought to tell Mrs. 
Carter." 

" No, I ought not ; that is, I can't. Ruth, you 
must not ask me about it." 

"You had better tell, — ^indeed, you had better, 
Alice," said Ruth. 
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** I cannot, at least, not to-day. Don't speak so 
loudly, Ruth." 

Ruth seemed perplexed and pained : '' no one 
can guess what you mean, Alice," she said ; " but 
you will do very wrong if you do not tell. If I 
were in your place, I should directly." 

"Hush! hush! Ruth, pray take care. I would 
not have Clara hear for the world. Some day or 
other perhaps, I may." 

Alice grew frightened at what she had said, and 
was wishing if possible to make some excuse and 
change the conversation, when the current of her 
ideas was altered by the entrance of Miss Barnard. 
Her manner was not stiff as usual; she seemed 
much distressed and hurried, and it was with some 
hesitation that, after ordering silence, she informed 
all who were present, that one of their companions 
had met with a severe affliction. Anna Grant's 
father was dying. Her brother was come for her, 
and she was to return home immediately. "As 
there is no probability of her return," continued 
Miss Barnard, she wishes to see you all for the last 
time. She will be here directly. The carriage is 
ready to take her away." 

**jPoorAnna! how very sorry I am!" exclaimed 
Madeline. 

Ruth turned pale ; there seemed a struggle in her 
mind. After a moment's pause, she said: "Yes, 
I am very sorry." 

"So sudden as it is," continued Madeline, "it 
must be very dreadful for her." 

Instead of conversing, Ruth fixed her eye upon the 
door. 

" Hark I she is coming," said Madeline. 

Ruth rose, and went forward a few steps. 

An unsteady hand was laid upon the lock, then the 
handle was turned firmly, and Anna and Mary Yer- 



352 LANETON PARSONAGE. 

non came in together. Anna was trembling violently : 
she did not ntter a single word. 

Ruth was the 'first to kiss her, to say, " good b'ye ; 
and only good b'ye." Something else seemed upon 
her Ups, but it was not spoken. 

Madeline threw her arms round her neck, and 
whispered : " perhaps he will get well ; you will be 
sure and come back again.'' 

Ruth heard the whisper, and as if her conscience 
reproached her for an omission, she went back again 
and added : " Dear Anna, it may not be as bad as 
you expect.** Anna's tears only fell the faster for 
this attempt at comfort, and hurrying over the part- 
ings she broke away from her companions, and 
hastened to the carriage. 

She was gone. There was the vacant place, the 
unoccupied desk, the blank of absence. She had 
been their playfellow, the sharer of their studies, 
their interests, their hopes and fears. She had been 
as their sister ; nurtured under one roof, guarded by 
one eye. She was separated from them, perhaps, on 
earth for ever. Those who had thought and spoken 
the most hardly of Anna Grant, were kind and 
pitying now. 

It was towards the evening. The whole party had 
just returned from a walk. Ruth and Madeline were 
together in the dressing room. Madeline was 
speaking of Anna; her trials, her character, the 
difference her departure would make in the school ; 
and Ruth was listening to all her sister said, but 
making few observations of her own. Her quiet 
abstracted manner was very marked. 

" Ruth,'* said Madeline at length, " do you care to 
talk to me ? You seem as if you were thinking of 
something else." 

" Yes, indeed, Maddy ; h^w can you fancy I do 
not ? what was it you heard Clan* Jnd Florence say ?" 
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"Nothing more than I told you. They both 
thought you as clever as Anna, and a great deal more 
agreeable. And you are so, Ruth, • every one thinks 
it. How pleased papa and mamma will be when you 
are judge ! " 

" MadeHne," said Ruth gravely, " you should not 
reckon upon any such thing as certain." 

" I do not reckon upon it as certain ; I only say 
what others say." 

"Well! it is better not to talk about it," said 
Ruth. She sat down upon a trunk, and began to 
fold up her walking dress. Madeline looked as if 
she did not quite understand her, and after remaining 
a few moments longer left her. 

Then Ruth did not talk, but she thought. She in- 
dulged a dream of ambition. She made herself the 
first ; and for the time she was quite happy. The 
object of her wishes appeared very near. There was no 
one — she felt there was no one — to compete with her. 
To attain such a position while yet so young made 
it only the more valuable. And Ruth did not think 
only of her parents' gratification. She placed herself 
in imagination before strangers ; she heard herself 
praised as Mary Vernon was praised ; admired, res- 
pected, by Mrs. Carter and her friends, as well as by 
her schoolfellows. Many things which she imagined 
were impossible ; some, if they had been stated 
plainly in words, might have appeared ridiculous ; 
but Ruth was thinking by herself, and had no one to 
warn her. Only the eye of God was upon her, and 
His word had taught her that it is a dangerous, a 
sinful state of mind, " to love the praise of men 
more than the praise of God." 

How long Ruth might have remained occupied with 
her own thoughts is uncertain. She was disturbed 
by the sound of an angry voice — Jessie 0*Neile's ; 
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another was heard at intervals, provokingly cool — it 
was Clara's. 

" Now, Uttle one, be quiet ; dry your eyes and be 
good." 

Then came a fresh hurst of sobbing, and again, 
but with greater irritation of tone, the half command, 
half entreaty, " not to be so naughty." 

Ruth ran into the school-room to see what was 
amiss. 

" Clara won't let me look for what I have lost , 
she won't let me see ; she has my pencil ; I lent it 
to her," exclaimed Jessie, instantly appealing to Ruth 
as her unfailing champion. 

" I never allow any one to look in my desk but 
myself," said Clara, keeping her hand firmly on the 
lid. *^ Little children have no business to search in 
desks which don't belong to them." 

*' But she has my pencil ; it is in there, and I want 
it ; I will have it," continued Jessie. 

" Hush ! hush ! Jessie ! " interposed Ruth ; " this 
is very naughty ; let me speak to Clara, and you sit 
down. If you have the pencil, Clara, do give it 
up. 

" But I have not. I don't know any thing about 
it. I don't even know what it is like." 

" But I do," said Ruth ; " will you let me look 
instead?" 

" No, I thank you ; I will trouble you not to in- 
terfere, Ruth :" and Clara still kept her hold upon 
the desk. 

Jessie, who had remained by Ruth, burst forth 
into another fit of passion which it was in vain to 
attempt to pacify; and angry with the Kttle girl's 
temper, whilst vexed at the provocation she had re- 
ceived, Ruth was hesitating how to act, when Mrs. 
Carter came into the room unexpectedly. Ruth was 
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thinking of Jessie, not of Clara. She did not see 
the change in Clara's manner ; the haste with which 
she opened her own desk, pulled out a book, and 
thrust it into Florence Trevelyan's ; she only heard 
the next moment the permission to come and search, 
if she Hked it ; though it was certain that Jessie's 
pencil was not there. This was true ; but the in- 
formation came too late to be any comfort or help to 
Jessie, who being discovered in a fit of passion, was 
receiving a very severe reproof in consequence. Ruth 
really felt for the child as she stood trembling by 
Mrs. Carter's side. 

Ruth herself had never since she first came to 
school received such a reprimand upon any subject. 
Yet Mrs. Carter was very gentle in all she said. She 
spoke indeed strongly of the sin, the danger of such 
a temper ; but it was with a quiet earnestness which 
insensibly stilled the child's excited feelings. Jessie 
was sent to her room ; and Mrs. Carter, calling Ruth 
aside, inquired into the history of the quarrel. 

"You are Jessie's true friend, Ruth," she said, 
" and I trust to you more than to any one to help 
her in overcoming this terrible temper." 

Ruth smiled ; and allowed that Jessie was sadly 
passionate. In this instance she did not exactly 
know what had made her angry, but she believed it 
was a trifle. Jessie wished to search in Clara's desk, 
and Clara did not Uke it. 

" Then there is no fault, I hope, to be found with 
Clara," said Mrs. Carter ! " That is a relief to my 
mind. I cannot endure the idea of tyranny." 

Ruth was not certain that there had not been 
some tyranny exercised, at least in manner, but she 
could bring neither charge nor proof. And Mrs. 
Carter went on speaking about Jessie. 

" After having been at school more than a year, 
there ought," she said, " to be an improvement." 
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*^ Jessie is better at times," said Eutli^ in a dmid 
voice. 

*^ Yes, at times ; not as often as I wish, and have 
expected." 

*' It must be very difficult to conquer such a vio- 
lent temper," said Ruth ; and then, after a slight 
hesitation, she added, '* Mamma says she does not 
know what she should do if Madeline and I had 
violent tempers." 

Something in the tone of this speech appeared to 
strike Mrs. Carter disagreeably. Her eye rested 
steadily upon Ruth, as she said : — 

" Ruth, my dear, we must remember one thing. 
We are apt to speak of passion as if it were the only 
kind of bad temper, except, perhaps, sulkiness ; and 
we think that some persons have no evil temper. I 
do not believe this is so." 

"But passionate persons mnst be worse than 
others," observed Ruth, whilst a slight blush tinged 
her cheek. 

" They Jire worse in the sight of their fellow-crea- 
tures," replied Mrs. Carter ; " but there may be 
others quite as bad in the eye of God. The truth is, 
I believe that all persons have some evil temper. 
Very quiet and generally amiable people as well as 
others. Perhaps there is some one point on which 
they will not bear opposition ; or when they are in- 
jured, they retain the remembrance a long time ; or 
they are positive and determined, though in a gentle 
way. Now, God sees the temptation of each indi- 
vidual ; and the person wbo indulges that secret sin 
is as guilty in His sight as one who offends openly. 
Does this seem hard to vou ? " 

Ruth could scarcely bring herself to allow that it 
did. She was afraid of expressing her opinion. 

" I think the Bible teaches us something of this 
kind," continued Mrs. Carter. "You know veiy 
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well that it warns us against angry words, as being 
the beginning of the sin of murder ; but we are not 
told that angry words were the cause of the first 
murder. Rather, we have reason to believe that it 
was a secret evil temper : envy, because the offering 
of Abel was accepted before that of Cain* I speak 
to you in this way, my dear Ruth," continued 
Mrs. Carter, " because you are by nature so docile 
and mild, that such a temper is more likely to be 
your snare than passion, or fretfulness, or sulki- 
ness. I do not mean that I have ever seen any 
traces of it : quite the contrary, but it may be in 
your heart, though you do not perceive it." 

Ruth bent her eyes upon the ground and looked 
very uncomfortable. 

Sirs. Carter watched the expression of her face, 
and presently added : — 

" Passionate persons cannot help knowing their 
fault ; and though it requires a great struggle, great 
self-command to overcome it ; yet if they have high 
religious principles they are nearly certain of success. 
Quiet, mild persons may go on for years without 
knowing their danger, till the trial comes, and they 
fall under it. Self-command is necessary for the one 
temper ; self-examination for the other.*' 

Ruth's countenance was so downcast when Mrs. 
Carter said this, that it was evident she took it as a 
reproof. 

It seemed wrong that she should be left with this 
idea, when she had done nothing to merit censure ; 
and as Mrs. Carter was going away, she said : — 

"Remember, Ruth, my dear, I do not in the least 
mean to imply that the temper I have spoken of is 
yours. I have no reason to distrust you in any way; 
and now, that poor Anna is gone, you \^ill be more 
my right hand than ever." Ruth remembered the 
last words ; she forgot the former ones. 

Ruth followed Mrs. Carter to the parlour. It was 
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tea-time, and when tlie tea was over the party dis- 
persed into little groups about the room ; some talk- 
ing, some trying to work by the fading light ; one or 
two who could not make up their minds to bear the 
loneliness of the school-room in the evening, gather- 
ing round the window trying to learn their lessons 
for the next day ; while Janet Harding practised her 
last new piece, strumming the notes with a heavy hand 
in bold defiance of time and taste. Ruth sat tmnking 
for some Uttle time by herself. She held a book in 
her hand, but it was merely an excuse for occupation. 
Presently she laid it down, and going up to Alice, 
who was talking to Harriet Trevelyan, she said : 

'' Alice, I wish very much to speak to you ; can 
you come to me for a minute V* 

Alice started at being thus suddenly addressed, 
and appeared unwilling to comply. 

"She was engaged," she said; "Harriet was 
amusing her with a droll story : would not by-and- 
by do just as well?" 

" No, not Just as well. Really I wish it, if you 
can come, rlease do, Alice," added Ruth, in her 
most persuasive manner. 

Alice begged Harriet to wait till she returned, and 
went aside with Ruth. 

"It is something particular that I wish to say, 
Alice," began Ruth ; " very particular indeed ; about 
what you mentioned this morning. I have been 
thinking a great deal of it. If there is anything 
wrong going on, indeed, you ought to stop it ; or, tf 
you cannot do that, you should name it." 

" But, Ruth," said Alice, taken quite by surprise 
by this unexpected appeal ; " you have such a 
memory. What did I say? I forget. How came 
you to think of it again ? " 

" I could not help thinking of it," anwered Ruth. 
" It has been upon my mind all day. It has some- 
thing to do with Clara, I am nearly sure. Oh! 
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Alice, if you would only break off from 3t' en- 
tirely !" 

Alice heaved a deep sigh. 

" She will bring you into dreadful mischief, by- 
and-by," continued Ruth ; " and she is so very bold 
and careless ; and Lady Catharine would be so vexed 
if she were to know it. But I don't think, Alice, 
you ever think of Lady Catharine ; you do just what 
Clara tells you.*' 

" Ruth, you do not know," exclaimed Alice. "You 
are quite wrong. I do think of Lady Catharine very 
much indeed ; and I do not do what Clara tells me. 
I have not done so now. I cannot imagine why you 
should make this sudden fuss. It must be because 
they all say you are to be judge now that Anna is 
gone." 

" It has nothing to do with being judge," answered 
Ruth, with some constraint in her tone, " but you 
are acting wrongly, and I know I ought to tell you 
of it." 

" I do not wish to be told, thank you," repHed 
Alice proudly. " I can manage my own concerns. 
Perhaps you will be kind enough to wait till you are 
judge before you interfere." 

" Alice, I have no wish to interfere ; whether I am 
judge or not ; but one thing is certain, that unless 
you leave off being with Clara, and her set, you will 
never please Mrs. Carter." 

"Or you," added Alice; "you had better put 
yourself in." 

Ruth would make no answer to this retort ; but 
again she urged her request, and with such eagerness 
that she did not perceive the piano had stopped until 
she was heard in a loud tone to say : — 

" Alice, you know that to allow wrong things to go 
on without stopping them is almost as bad as doing 
them yourself." 
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Before Alice could reply, Clara Manners came up 
to her. Her manner was evidently forced as slie 
said, whilst trying to laugh : — 

" What is that you are preaching ahout, Ruth ? 
You have no idea of converting Alice, have you?" 

" I have an idea of making her do what is right," 
replied Ruth ; " and that she can never do whilst 
she conceals things. And, Clara, if I thought it 
would be any use, I would speak to you also." 

" Speak, if you please," answered Clara ; " I am 
quite willing to listen." 

" You will listen, I dare say," continued Ruth ; 
" but you will turn away and make a joke of it the 
next minute." 

" Perhaps I may," replied Clara ; " yet I should 
be glad to hear what you have to say." 

The tone in which this was uttered betrayed a 
Httle anxiety; and as Ruth did not immediately 
answer, Clara again begged that she should be told 
at once what it was to which Ruth referred when she 
alluded to concealment. 

" You must ask Alice," answered Ruth ; " she 
knows. She says * that something wrong is going 



on. 



" I did not say what, Clara," interrupted Alice 
eagerly. Ruth's eyes sparkled with intelligence ; and 
laying her hand upon Alice's shoulder, she said : — 

** Then Clara has something to do with it. I was 
sure it was so. AUce, why will you be led by her?" 

" Because she has too much spirit to be put into 
leading-strings by you," exclaimed Clara. *' Alice 
is not a baby like Jessie O'Neile ; she will not be 
ordered and scolded by a child. AUce, come with 
me, and we will leave Ruth to herself." She put 
her arm around Alice to draw her away, but Alice 
stood still. 

" Clara," said Ruth, *'you are tempting Alice to do 
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wrong. Remember, if I suspect that you are carry- 
ing on what Mrs. Carter disapproves I must and will 
discover and mention it.'* 

" Hush ! pray be quiet. Miss Barnard is coming/' 
said AUce. Clara paused as she was moving away. 
She placed herself opposite to Ruth. Her counte- 
nance expressed intense indignation^ and in a low 
whisper, she said : — 

" And you, Ruth, remember, since you choose to 
interfere with my concerns, I have a full right to 
interfere with yours. Half the school are my friends, 
and I will take care you shall never be judge." 

" Ring the bell for candles," cried Miss Barnard, 
in a cheerful voice. " Girls, get your work. Where 
is the book we are reading ? Hush ! such a noise. 
Fanny, your voice is louder than all." 

It was a cheerful scene that evening in Mrs. Car- 
ter's parlour; young, happy, innocent faces were 
there ; innocent reading ; innocent occupations. 
Alas ! that in this world of sin evil should lurk 
under the fairest forms. 

Nearly at the head of the table sat Ruth ; she 
was more silent than the rest, — more grave. Now 
and then a cloud gathered upon her countenance; 
her brow was knit with thought. What could be 
passing in her mind ? The trial of Ruth's temper 
was come, but she did not know it. 

When she meditated the best means of discovering 
Clara's secret, she thought that her wish was to 
please Mrs. Carter. There was a feehng much 
deeper — revenge. Clara had said that Ruth should 
never be judge, — and Ruth from that moment was 
her enemy. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

Many engrossing thoughts occupied Ruth's mind 
when she laid her head upon her pillow, and in the 
quietness of night reyiewed all that had passed tn 
the day. 

She seemed to have made a sudden starts to have 
grown older. Anna's departure had made an aston* 
ishing difference to her^ much greater than she could 
have foreseen. It had raised her position in the 
school; it had placed her almost where she most 
wished to he. In the opinion of her companions she 
saw that she was no longer a child. And Anna's 
departure had made a further difference to Ruth : it 
had brought out the strong feelings which lurked 
under her calm manner ; the eagerness, determination^ 
pride, which had till now been guessed at only. As 
Ruth meditated upon Clara's threat, she became very 
angry at the idea of being thwarted in her favourite 
wish. The threat itself might be an idle one, pro- 
bably it was : Clara did not stand high enough in the 
school to have much real influence, however she might 
boast ; but the threat had been made, and that in 
Ruth's eyes was sufficient. Something must be 
thought of at once to expose Clara's conduct, and 
prevent her from doing mischief. And what should 
this be ? How would it be best to act ? Would it be 
advisable to go at once to Mrs. Carter ? But she had 
no actual charge to bring forward, and the system of 
complaining and suspecting was one which Mrs. Carter 
entirely discouraged. Was it probable that Alice 
would be induced to confess more? Alice was fickle 
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as the winds. It entirely depended upon her mood 
the next morning whether she would be Clara's friend 
or the contrary. Could general inquiries be made ? 
But if Ruth was suspected of interfering and prjdng 
into secrets, she was not likely to be chosen judge. 
The way was not at all clear, and at length Ruth fell 
into a reverie about Clara and Anna, and her home, 
and Lady Catharine, and her Italian master, which 
by degrees became perfect unconsciousness, and she 
was asleep. 

Our last thoughts at night are not without their 
consequences. As we He down, so do we wake up 
again. When we have closed our eyes after humble 
earnest prayer ; when the faint recollections and ideas 
which precede sleep have been blended with feelings of 
gratitude to our Almighty Father ; when we have com- 
mended our spirits to His care, and prayed that if we 
die before we wake, we may be safe in His keeping ; 
then as we re-open our eyes to the hght of a new morn- 
ing, so do we re-open them also to the consciousness 
of the presence, and the protection, and the favour of 
God. It seems indeed as if the last thoughts before 
sleep were impressed upon us with peculiar power. 
Perhaps there are few who in childhood have sat 
themselves diligently to some difficult lesson, who 
have not accustomed themselves to repeat their tasks 
the very last thing, as it is called. They have been 
told that it will help them, and it most frequently 
does. That which was imperfectly remembered at 
night becomes, we know not how, perfect in the 
morning. Learning is our duty, and the habits which 
assist us in this duty are good. But we all, young 
and old, rich and poor, high-bom and lowly, have a 
much harder task, a much more difficult duty. 

God calls upon us to conquer our evil tempers ; to 
learn to love Him ; to prepare ourselves for Eternity. 
Is it a strange thing to ask, that we should take the 
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same pains to please Him, that we do to please a 
fellow creature ? that we should be as anxious for the 
glorious crown of heaven, as for the little prize which 
may be the reward of our endeavours here ? If it is 
not, let us remember that the thoughts, with which 
we sink to sleep are the thoughts with which we 
shall probably awake, and let them be thoughts of 
God. The short prayer, the psalm, the simple verse 
of a hymn, which are the last words on our lips, and 
contain the last idea allowed to rest upon our minds, 
will remain with us fixed, stamped as it were upon 
our memories, to check us in the hour of tempta- 
tion, and aid us on our path to heaven. 

Madehne Clifford went to sleep, almost whilst re- 
peating the words of the hymn which had been her 
nightly prayer since the first day when she could put 
together a few connected words. And the hymn had 
not been a form ; it had been said seriously, with a 
feeling of trust, of childlike faith. When the morn- 
ing bell disturbed her dreams, she rose with a sense 
of energy and duty to prepare for the business of the 
day. Ruth rose to prepare for business also. She 
was never late ; this day she was particularly early ; 
dressed before any one else. This was noticed, but 
no one knew the reason why it should be so. Ruth's 
prayers had been hurried over, but that was a secret 
between herself and the Great God before whom 
she knelt. 

" We shall hear from home to-day I suppose, Ruth," 
said Madeline to her sister, as the post time drew 
near. " Papa will fix the day for coming for us. Let 
me see — Thursday week, — that will be — how many 
days?'' 

" Ten," repUed Ruth, with rather an absent air. 

" Ten ? yes, ten exactly. How I do long for it ! 
Just fancy, Ruth, the rail-road, and the Cottington 
coach, and dear mamma waiting for us at the bottom 
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of the village. Don't you think she will come to 
meet us ? she said she would.'* 

"Yes, I dare say," was Ruth's reply with the 
same manner, as if she was thinking of something 
else. Ruth was looking at Clara and Florence Tre- 
velyan. They were standing together talking. Florence 
held a book in her hand ; a dirty volume with a red 
mark at the back. Ruth drew nearer and began to 
search for a music book on the piano. Clara's back 
was towards her, and she was not seen. She heard 
Clara say : " she will be here to-day, or to-morrow, 
and then she will bring the third volume. If you 
have not finished this you must to-night." 

Florence nodded assent, and, concealing the book 
under a parcel which she held in her hand, asked if 
any thing was wanted from tbe bed-rooms, as Mrs. 
Carter had given her permission to go up stairs to 
put away her work — one or two things were named, 
and then Florence went away, and almost immediately 
afterwards, the well-known knock announced the 
arrival of the postman. Perhaps there was scarcely 
one amongst the many who were assembled that had 
not some misgiving about letters on that morning ; a 
httle fear as to the news which might be received. 
We never understand fully what is meant by the 
" change and chances of this mortal life," until we 
have either received ourselves, or seen others receive 
some unexpected startling intelligence. The first 
time in our lives that this happens seems to make 
known to us a new truth, something which we had 
heard before without at all comprehending it. No- 
thing was now said about hopes, and fears and wishes 
for letters; all were silent; and the few who were 
summoned to the study, went out and returned again, 
almost without an observation being made. Ri.d3 
was amongst the number. Madeline waited for her 
impatiently. 
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" A letter from mamma ! how delightful ! Ruth, 
give it me, do. Let me look at the direction." 

" It is a very long letter," said Ruth. She did 
not appear as eager to open her letter as usual, and 
Madeline caught it from her. 

" Ruth, dear, you are so slow. Let me see ; per- 
haps there is something for Alice in it." 

The letter was addressed to " Miss Clifford," only ; 
and Ruth began to read, Madeline seated on the 
comer of her chair, peeping over her shoulder to 
be quite sure that it was not meant for her. 

** My very dear children," were the first words, then 
the letter was for them both, and Madeline had a fiill 
right to go on reading. The first part certainly was 
written for both. It told them all the Laneton news ; 
about their grandmamma, the school, and the cot- 
tages, old Roger's grand-children, Benson's sister, the 
new woman at the Manor Lodge — ^the alteration in 
the flower beds. Then followed a part which seemed 
particularly intended for Ruth, as it was in answer 
to a letter of hers received a few days previously. 

**I am looking forward most anxiously to next 
week, counting the days till I can see my darlings 
again. I fancy you both standing before me, grown 
and improved in appearance, and 1 may also hope in 
really important points. But, my dearest Ruth, your 
last note has given me some anxious thoughts ; very 
far, I am sure, from your wish. You tell me that 
when Mary Vernon is gone, there will be an idle set 
left, and that one or two will be very bad examples 
to the rest. I am afraid this may be true, not only 
because you say it, but because I know how great a 
difference the absence or presence of one person will 
make in a school. But, my dear child, I should be 
glad to know more particularly what you mean by 
an idle set. I long to hear more details from your- 
self. Sometimes I am frightened for you, and think 
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that you and Madeline may be tempted to join it. It 
would grieve me very much, to find you return home 
altered, grown careless, or to see that you had not 
simple, delicate, lady-like minds. laleness and 
thoughtlessness in young girls generally lead to idle 
conversation. I trust you are on your guard. You 
know how I have warned you before, entreated you 
to be particular in your conversation. I do not know 
anything about which I have more fears than this, 
for it is one of the greatest dangers of your present 
life. I have full confidence in you that you will be 
true and sincere in all you say, and that you will try 
to be gentle-tempered and diligent; and I have a 
humble trust that, through the mercy of God, you will 
be led day by day to understand more of your duty to 
Him ; but I have a fear sometimes that without mean- 
ing to do wrong, without being aware at first that yOu 
are doing wrong, you may be led into a species of 
talking, which may be a mischief to you for your 
whole Hfe. Few persons, whether children, or grown- 
up persons, understand how important words are. If 
we do not give way to anger, and if we are watchftd to 
speak the truth, and to guard against irreverence, we 
are apt to imagine that we are quite safe. But in 
the Bible we read also of ' fooUsh talking and jest- 
ing,' which, it is said, are not ' convenient ;' that is, 
not suitable and proper. Now it is not easy to ex- 
plain exactly what is foolish talking ; and I trust and 
believe that as yet you have heard very little of it, 
and have never joined in it ; but I will tell you how 
you may know at once if others, or if you yourselves, 
(for of course what I say is for Madeline also) are 
giving way to it. 

" Whenever you speak to your companions upon 
subjects which you would not name to me or to Mrs. 
Carter ; when things are said which shock you ; such 
as you have never heard at home ; or if you are 
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tempted to ask questions which you would not like 
to ask me, or any person older than yourself, then 
you may he certain that your talking is foolish and 
wrong ; even more — sinful. As a plain general rule, 
when you doubt whether what you are saying is right, 
stop instantly. It is possible, my dear children, that 
this rule may prove a difficult one to put in practice. 
Your companions may laugh at you, and almost force 
you to listen to them, but if you will only persevere 
m turning away, and openly declaring that you dis- 
approve of such conversation, and will have nothing 
to do with it, you may be certain of gaining your 
point at last. If they speak evil amongst themselves, 
they will not thrust it upon you, for there is nothing 
which commands more respect than a pure, simple 
mind. How great a blessing such a mind is you can 
little tell now I It is beyond all price. If you once 
lose it by talking upon wrong subjects to idle com- 
panions, it will be gone for ever. You may try for 
your whole lives, earnestly, unceasingly, but you will 
never regain it fully ; and in after years, when you 
would give up all your hopes of earthly happiness 
for a holy, devoted, pure heart, you will find your- 
selves distressed and haunted, as it were, by the silly, 
improper words and ideas, which you learnt without 
stopping to consider whether they were right or 
wrong. 

" Another subject of the same kind, which I am 
anxious to mention to you again, though I have often 
named it before, is your reading. I know that Mrs. 
Carter is extremely particular, quite as much so as I 
should be ; but she cannot be always with you, and 
it is possible that books which it is not desirable you 
should read may fall in your way. There will be less 
difficulty here in avoiding temptation. You have a 
plain law given you, and yo»? must keep it. The 
books which Mrs. Carter has not seen you are of 
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course bound not to read. It is with reading as it is 
with conversation. Once read a wrong, bad book, 
and the mischief it will do you can never be repaired. 
Grod has given us the choice of learning both good 
and evil, but He has not given us the choice of for- 
getting. I am writing you a long letter, my dearest 
children, but it is upon a subject which interests me 
extremely ; I did not mean to give you a dull lecture, 
but I love you so very, very dearly ; I so long for you 
to be pure-minded, and simple, and holy, it would 
grieve me so bitterly to find that you had learnt 
wrong things at school — that is the reason why I am 
urgent. Evil conversation is the great fault of a 
school. No one can keep you from it but your- 
selves. No one, even, can exactly tell you what is 
evil and what is not. But God has given you a na- 
tural instinct which, if you obey, you will be safe. 
Once more I would say to you, whatever you would 
be ashamed of talking about to me, or Mrs. Carter, 
or any person older than yourselves, that you may be 
quite certain is not a fit topic of conversation with 
your companions. Will you remember this ; or rather, 
pray to God to teach you to remember it, and give 
you strength to act upon it ? I shall write again to 
fix, if possible, the particulars of your journey, and 
fix the appointed time, though it is probable that 
you may be called home before, as your papa is 
expecting to be summoned to town on business, 
and if so he must request Mrs. Carter to allow you 
to return with him ; I shall write by this same post to 
prepare her for seeing him, but it is very uncertain 
when he may go, therefore I cannot promise you any 
more exact notice. I might have kept all I had to 
say till we met, but your letter, my dear Ruth, gave me 
some uneasy thoughts, and I could not help writing 
about them. Besides, what is written has sometimes 
a greater effect than what is spoken ; at least we can 
keep the former by us and recall it to our memories 
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from time to time. I wonder whether you will do 
this with my advice to-day. 

^* Now may God bless you both, my children, and 
guard you not only from evil actions, but from evil 
words, and, even more, from evil thoughts. It is tKi$ 
daily and nightly, — the hourly prayer of 

" Your most affectionate Mother." 

" Mamma knows what school is like very well,** 
said Ruth, when she had finished the letter. '' Clara 
began talking very wrongly some days ago, oi^ I 
stopped her ; and since then she always leaves ofi^ of 
herself, if I come near, when she is rattling on iu 
her wild, bad way." 

" I don't know quite what you mean by a bad 
way," said Madehne, " and I don't think I under* 
stand what mamma means. I hope I never say 
wrong things without knowing it." 

Ruth laughed. 

''How can you, Maddy? Mamma says that we 
always feel whether things are right or not. You can 
tell whether you ever say what you would not like 
Mrs. Carter to hear." 

" I am not sure. I don't think I do," said Made- 
line musingly, *' but I should Uke to go home to ask 
mamma more about it." 

" There is nothing to ask about, that I can see,' ' 
was Ruth's rather hasty reply. 

" We are not to say things we are ashamed of; and 
not to read books we are forbidden. There is nothing 
very difficult in that. There must be though," 
said Madeline speaking more to herself than to her 
sister ; '' because mamma has written so much about 
it. It must be very wrong to do so." 

" Yes, of course, it is very wrong ; but we need 
not do it ; nothing is easier." 

Ruth put the letter into her desk, and went to the 
piano to practise. 
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Madeline thought for a few seconds ; and then, as 
school had not yet begun, stole quietly to the dressing- 
room and prayed, standing reverently, with her hand 
before her eyes, that God would aid ner to remember 
and follow her mamma's advice. 

The day passed over very much as other days. 
True, Anna Grant was gone, her place was vacant ; 
but in the busy world of school-life there was little 
leisure for regret. Some missed Anna, some thought 
about her ; one or two mentioned her ; but all con- 
trived to manage their own affairs without her. 
Madeline was one of those who thought. She could 
not in an instant forget the shock of such a sudden 
event. She could not help remembering that Anna 
must be anxious, perhaps very miserable ; but when 
she made observations upon the subject to her school- 
fellows, the greater number turned away as if they 
took but little interest in it. Their attention was 
given to themselves — to the daily lessons — the half- 
yearly exercise — the chance of a prize ; and — what 
was always an excitement for the day — a visit from 
Justine Le Vergnier. Ruth, Alice, and Mary Ver- 
non were the only parties who expressed httle or no 
pleasure when it was said that Justine was invited. 
Janet Harding, indeed, as usual, began to criticise 
what she caUed her odd French ways ; but she 
owned that it was very amusing to listen to her ; and 
she supposed there was some excuse to be made for 
her because she had been brought up in another 
country. Ruth had imbibed Mary Vernon's doubt 
of Justine ; and Alice could not bear to see any one 
wlio reminded her of the disagreeable fact that she 
was in a certain degree and by her own weakness 
involved in Clara's bad conduct. But Justine came, 
and in the general satisfaction which her presence gave, 
individual feelings were little noticed. Clara was 
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foremost as her friend; but that seemed natural. 
Clara was foremost in all cases if she could manage 
it, and no one, except Florence, Harriet, and Alice, sus- 
pected that anything particular was meant by the 
smiles and looks which passed between them. They 
walked late, for the weather was very warm, and when 
they returned, Madeline, who had a good deal to do 
for the next day, said she intended to remain in the 
school-room till bed-time. One or two others talked 
of doing the same. Ruth seldom found it necessary 
to work at extra hours ; she was almost always before- 
hand with her studies ; and Madeline could not refrain 
from a sigh as she saw her sister take a story-book 
into the parlour, whilst she was obliged to occupy 
herself with a dull exercise. It was with rather a 
wandering attention that she began; she could not 
find the right place ; she had forgotten the diction- 
ary ; and then, to the annoyance of her companions, 
she began to search for it; upsetting at the same 
time a pile of books laid upon the desk. 

" What a fidget Madeline is !" exclaimed Fanny 
Wilson. " Why don't you sit down quietly, Maddy ? 
No one can do a thing whilst you shake so." 

Madeline tried to be patient both with herself and 
others, and took up the fallen volumes carefully, one 
by one, looking at each as she put them down. 
There were grammars, histories, geography-books, all 
but the one she wanted ; — and there was another, — 
a strange book, not a lesson-book, — Madeline could 
not help exclaiming, as she opened it, "Whose is 
this ? Where did it come from ? " 

Fanny Wilson looked up, and the rest said: 
" What is the matter?" but no one seemed to care ; 
they were all too busy. Madeline sought for the 
name in the title page ; but could not find it. She 
saw it was marked at the back as belonging to a cir- 
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dilating Hbrary ; and supposed therefore that it must 
have been brought there by Mrs. Carter or Miss 
Barnard. 

" Fanny, you are going into the parlour presently," 
she said, "do take this book in, will you? 

" All those books are Florence Trevelyan's," said 
Fanny. 

" No, indeed, this one is not ; it cannot be." 

" Florence put them all there herself just now," 
said Fanny, without raising her eyes; "pray let 
them stay. ' 

Madeline was still certain that she was right ; and 
being rather determined to prove that she was so, 
took up the volume with the intention of delivering 
it to Mrs. Carter. At the parlour door she was met 
by Justine and Florence. Their eyes glanced in- 
stantly upon the book. 

Justine exclaimed, "Oh, Ciel!" and Florence put 
out her hand to seize it, saying : — 

"This is not yours, Madeline; where did you 
find it?" 

Madeline explained. 

" How very stupid of me !" whispered Florence to 
Justine. " What shall we do ?" 

"Don't say it is yours," replied Justine, in the 
same voice. 

" I have said it, all but ;" and then speaking 
aloud to Madeline, Florence added, " Give me the 
book, Madeline ; it is my concern, not yours." 

Madeline looked astonished, and said it could not 
belong to Florence ; it was a library book. 

" Just give it me, Maddy ; there's a good child. 
I will take care of it." 

" Yes, surely ; it belongs to Florence," remarked 
Justine, finding that it would not serve their purpose 
to deny the fact. 
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Madeline still hesitated. 

" Circulating library books cannot be yours, Flo- 
rence." 

" Yes, this one is ; do give it me. Why will you 
be troublesome ?" 

Miss Barnard at that instant appeared at the head 
of the staircase. 

"This way; do not stand talking there," said 
Justine, impatiently, and she led the way to the 
dressing-room, closed the door and exclaimed : — 

" Oh, Madeline ! tu es bonne, aimable, permets 
que je le tienne." 

Justine took hold of the book so gently, and ^poke 
so softly, that Madeline, little in the habit of oppo- 
sing any one, especially Justine, did not resist. She 
gave up the point ; and Justine uttering vehement 
expressions of gratitude, glanced at Florence with a 
smile of triumph, and was going away, but Florence 
appeared less satisfied, and whispered : — 

" Wait, Justine, wait. Madeline knows now ; do 
ask her not to tell." 

" Surely," replied Justine, as if the request was 
a matter of course, " Madeline will not say anything. 
The book is not hers ; there is no reason she should 
talk of it." 

" If you would only tell me why," answered 
Madeline, quite puzzled. 

" Why I oh, no reason, nothing particular," said 
Florence, unable to find any satisfactory answer; 
" but we wish it. Just say that you will not mention 
the book, that is all." 

Madeline thought for an instant, and then replied 
that she did not Hke to make promises ; she could 
not understand what they wanted, and she would 
rather not. Justine placed herself before the 
door. 
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** Madeline, ch^re petite!" she began; "^coutes 
pour un moment.'* 

Madeline paused very willingly. It was really 
difficult to her to do anything which seemed ill- 
natured. Justine proceeded rapidly in a mingled 
jargon of English and French; entreating, urging, 
protesting, there was no harm, no cause exactly for 
concealment; only she wished it. She should be 
wretched if Madeline did not promise : ending with 
a sentence which had a great effect upon Madeline : 
— " Ah, que je t'aime et tu me feras malheureuse ! " 

After this, Madeline could scarcely say no. It 
might be some private affair of Justine's ; something 
in which, as she said, there was no harm. The hesi- 
tation was eyident. 

" She will promise ; she has promised," exclaimed 
Justine, turning to Florence ; '' how we shall both 
love her ! " 

Justine threw her arm caressingly round Made- 
line, but MadeUne did not feel exactly inclined to 
return the embrace. 

" Let her say the word," said Florence, in rather 
a sulky tone. 

" Oh no, we will trust," replied Justine, with a 
sweet smile. " She is so gentle, so good ;" and un- 
fastening a very pretty little brooch, she placed it in 
Madeline's hands; adding, as she kissed her, that 
she must keep it as a " gage d'amitie." 

Madeline was so taken by surprise by this action, 
that she had not presence of mind to determine 
whether to accept or return the ornament ; and even 
before she could express her thanks, Justine was 
gone, and Florence Trevelyan with her. Madeline 
stood with the brooch in her hand, feeling extremely 
uncomfortable ; bound by an implied promise, with- 
out in the least intending it ; and the promise sealed 
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by a gift. What should she do ? Ruth naturally 
came to her remembrance : she would ask her advice; 
but no, that could not be ; it would be breaking her 
promise. Yet she had not made a promise, but then 
Justine trusted her ; Justine fully believed she had. 
Madehne had seldom found it so difficult to decide 
what was right to be done. It struck her whether 
it would not be proper to return the brooch. Yet 
why should she do so ? Justine had not given it 
her as a bribe ; that would really be shocking. She 
had spoken of loving her, and of the gift being a 
mark of affection : there could be no harm in that. 
Madeline examined the brooch ; it was very elegant ; 
and she had never possessed a brooch before. It 
would be useful also; brooches were much more 
useftd than rings. She only wished Ruth could have 
one like it. These thoughts passed very quickly 
through her mind, and as they passed, they strength- 
ened the wish which before was but slight, of re- 
taining the brooch. She might show it to Ruth, 
and say that Justine gave it her, without mentioning 
the book. Certainly, Madeline might have done 
this ; nothing would have been easier ; but she had 
been brought up in habits of perfect sincerity ; any- 
thing approaching to deceit was contrary to this 
habit : it was unnatural and painful ; and Madehne 
had scarcely resolved that she would keep the brooch, 
before she repented the resolution, and began to 
reconsider it. Fanny Wilson h^pened to come in 
whilst she was yet undecided. The brooch was in 
her hand, and Fanny remarked it ; inquired whose it 
was, and how she came by it. Madeline had but 
one answer to give, — that it was Justine's present ; 
and Fanny wondered and admired, and thought how 
extremely fond Justine must be of Madehne, and 
then ran away to tell the news to her companions. 
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Madeline's time was just then particularly precious 
to her : yet she could not make up her mind to go 
back to her lessons ; she felt so very uncomfortable. 
If it were not for the brooch, all would be easy ; but 
as it was, what would it be best to do ? 

The temptations natural to us from the disposi- 
tions with which we are bom, follow us through 
our whole lives. Madehne was now in natural taste 
what she had always been. She had still a hking 
for ornaments and finery. But she was not, as once, 
the silly, thoughtless child, giving way quickly, and 
not having strength to draw back. No one can 
begin acting upon rehgious principles Yery early in 
life as she had done, without acquiring a firmness 
of character and clearness of conscience, which others, 
who leave religion till they are advanced in years, often 
strive for in vain. — God's special blessing attends 
those who give themselves to BUs service in child- 
hood. And Madeline, with all her faults, carelessness, 
love of finery, hastiness of temper, was yet a child 
of God, not only because she was made His at her 
baptism, but because it was her earnest endeavour, 
to strive against her faults and to please Him. A 
quick sense of right and wrong was Madeline's 
great blessing. It warned her now to stop ; to pray 
for the help of God ; to ask herself whether, even 
supposing there was no positive harm in keeping the 
brooch, it would not be safer to give it back ; whe- 
ther she would not then be more free to act as she 
thought right. It was no duty to keep it, — it might 
be a duty to return it. In such cases the safest way 
is the best way of deciding. Madeline resolved that 
she would give back the brooch before Justine went 
away that evening. 

It was a sacrifice undoubtedly, but she did not 
hesitate. She unfastened the brooch, — without trust- 
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ing herself to look at it again ; put it up in paper, 
and was on her way back to the school-room^ when 
in the passage — she encountered her sister. Ruth's 
face was flushed and eager, and her step quick : she 
ran up to Madeline and said: Justine has given 
you a brooch, Maddy ; — ^but you must return it, you 
must not keep it for the world." 

"I am not going to do it," replied Madeline, 
quietly. " But what do you know about it ? Why 
ought I to return it ? " 

" Alice says so," replied Ruth. " She came to me 
into the parlour and told me, and said, that you had 
better not have anything to do with Justine, for 
that you would get into trouble if you did, and 
she begged me to come and stop you." 

"Thank you, Ruth, dear," repHed Madeline, in 
the same simple unconcerned tone. " I think Alice 
is right ; I do not mean to keep the brooch ; I 
am sure it is better not ; but it was very kind in 
Justine to give it me." 

" Perhaps so ; but I don't like her ; she is up to 
mischief; she and Florence, and Harriet, and that 
dreadful Clara." 

Madeline showed some surprise at these words. 
The last expression was very unlike the gentle, mild, 
forgiving Ruth. 

"Clara Manners will be the ruin of the school, 
Maddy, continued Ruth, " but I will find her out. I 
will know what it is she is at, some way. But, tell 
me, what made Justine give you the brooch ? " 

" I cannot tell," replied Madeline ; " at least, not 
till I have spoken to Justine and Florence." 

" Not tell me, Maddy I Why I am your sister ; 
you tell me everything." 

"Yes, so I do, and I mean you to know, but 
I must speak to Justine first, I must give her back 
the brooch. She would call me mean else." 



LANETON PARSONAGE. 379 

" It must be something very wrong, if you are 
not to talk about it to me/' said Ruth, with some 
irritation in her tone. " But you can tell me one 
thing. Was it about a book ? I cannot help think- 
ing that is the secret, because I am nearly sure, I 
saw Justine draw out a book from under her shawl 
and give it to Florence." 

"I had rather not speak about it till I have 
seen Justine," answered Madeline, decidedly. " When 
I have, you shall hear all I know ; not that I really 
know any thing." 

"And then, Florence carried another book up 
stairs this morning," said Ruth. " She was very 
mysterious, and so was Clara. The secret must be 
about a book. Justine is bringing in books secretly. 
How extremely wrong ! " 

Madeline withdrew from her sister, and went on to 
the school-room, unwilling to betray by her face the 
belief that Ruth had guessed rightly. 

Ruth stood thinking; full of excitement, curio- 
sity, and, shall it be said ? — revenge. She felt that 
she had guessed rightly. If she had not, Madeline 
would have said something to prove it. Clara Man- 
ners was doing what Mrs. Carter most particularly 
disapproved. No rule was more strictly maintainea, 
than that which forbade any books, even from the 
different homes, to be read in the school-room, with- 
out Mrs. Carter's approval. If Clara were known 
to encourage any such practices, her influence, sup- 
posing she had any, would be at an end. Her 
threats against Ruth would be powerless. Ruth was 
resolved to discover and to expose Clara's conduct. 
How, was a mystery yet to be solved. 

While she was leaning in a musing attitude 
against the balustrade at the foot of the stairs, Mrs. 
Carter came out of the parlour. " Ruth, my dear," 
she said, " Dawson is gone out ; I wish you would 
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go Up stairs for me, and take up Florence and Har- 
riet's new bonnets ; I am afraid of their being spoilt 
if they are left below. Ruth ran quickly up the stairs, 
with a feeling at her heart which she did not examine, 
but it was satisfaction ; the thought that by some 
means she might now have an opportunity of ex- 
amining into the secret. The request seemed quite 
singular, coming at such a moment. 

She deposited the bonnets carefully in the closet, 
and then looked round the room. Its appearance 
was very much as usual — just the same books were 
lying on the drawers, everything was very neat. 
Ruth took up the books and moved some boxes, 
feeling half ashamed of herself as she did so. Con- 
science whispered that she was seeking to gratify her 
own evil temper, not to please Mrs. Carter. Still 
there was nothing to be seen, and Ruth was going 
away, provoked with herself for having spent time to 
no purpose, when it struck her that she might as 
well search careMly in the closet, amongst the 
shawls, and dresses, and handkerchiefs. No place 
was more likely to be chosen for a hiding-place ; for 
Dawson was the only person who ever went there, and 
there was not much fear of her making a remark 
about books. Ruth searched, and with considerable 
trouble; carefully replacing the different articles, 
that it might not be seen they had been touched. 
That alone was disagreeable to her — to be taking 
pains not to be found out. Still she went on ; now 
that she had begun, there seemed the more reason 
for doing so ; and all the time she said to herself, 
that it was wrong to allow things to be done which 
Mrs. Carter might disapprove; it was her duty to 
find out the truth. But was it Ruth's duty ? Was 
it her place to be prving and searchmg amongst 
things which did not belong to her ? Was it her 
duty to act in a manner which she was ashamed of 7 
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Would it not have been the most straightforward coarse 
to have gone at once to Mrs. Carter, though with the 
risk of being blamed for suspicion, in case nothing 
were discovered against Clara? Ruth wished to 
gratify her spite and yet avoid the possibility of cen- 
sure. The indulgence of the one great fault of her 
character had lowered her tone of mind, so that she 
could not see the path of duty. That is one reason 
why it is so necessary to strive against all our faults ; 
because if we give way to any one, it will certainly 
lead us into others. The closet had been examined 
with much care, and Ruth began to think once more 
of departing. She was moving a set of shawls in the 
farthest extremity; it was not probable that any- 
thing should be there ; they were too tidily folded 
one upon another for a hiding-place; but Ruth 
pushed them aside merely to be quite sure, and as she 
did so she felt something hard wrapped up in one. 
Her curiosity and suspicion were awakened ui an in- 
stant. The shawls were drawn out, unfolded, and in 
the middle of one was found a book ; the book Ruth 
was certain it must be ! the book which Justine had 
brought Clara. Ruth opened it at the title-page. It 
was called a novel — she scarcely knew what that 
meant — a translation from the French. She looked 
at one or two of the pages, merely from curiosity, to 
see what the story was Eke. It seemed very interest- 
ing, and there was a good deal of conversation in it. 
Ruth Hked conversations particularly. She read down 
a page, fancying that she was only wishing to dis- 
cover whether there was any harm in the book. The 
sentence finished on the other side, and she turned 
over the leaf. Then it seemed still more interesting. 
She must go on a very little way ; and the very little 
way became a longer way ; the longer way became a 
chapter ; the chapter became two,— still Ruth read. 
And what did she read ? what good principle did she 
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gain? Rutli felt all the time that she was reading 
something wrong. She could not have told why; 
she could not have explained a great deal that met 
her eye; but the quick instinct which God had 
given her by nature, which he gives to us all when 
we are very young, made her conscious that the book 
was one of which her mamma would disapprove. 
Ruth was conscious, but she did not stop to consider 
her own feeUngs. There is nothing more enticing 
than reading. Our eye catches a word a few lines 
beyond the part we have begun ; almost before we 
are aware of it, we are there. We say we will leave 
off, but the same thing happens again, and all the 
time we are not aware how quickly the minutes are 
passing ; and our sense of duty is deadened by the 
interest of the scenes described. Those short minutes 
may do mischief which the labour of years cannot 
undo. They may give us a knowledge of evil things 
which otherwise we might never have known, and the 
knowledge of evil does in itself border upon sin. 
When we doubt whether we are right, then is the 
instant to stop — ^to close the book — to turn from the 
conversation. 

If Ruth's highest principles had then been acted 
upon, this she would have done instantly ; but she 
had yielded to one temptation, and she fell under 
another. When the shadows of evening had deep- 
ened ; when it was dark, so that she could scarcely 
tell the words, Ruth laid down the book, and asked 
herself what she had done. 

That clear awakening of the conscience to the 
knowledge that we have committed some particular 
offence for the first time, how keen, how overpowering 
it is ! It pierced Ruth's heart with the sharpness of 
a dagger. She had sinned. She had done what, 
till that hour, she had never been tempted to do. 
She had been warned that very day ; her mother's 
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words were still fresh in her memory ; yet she had 
o£Fended. The fleeting pleasure was over, the en- 
during pain remained. Ruth did not cry ; she was 
too oppressed for tears. She did not think of going 
to Mrs. Carter and owning what she had done. 
Images of the persons of whom she had been reading 
filled her brain. She seemed to have been admitted 
into a new world, to which even in the midst of her 
shame and confusion, she longed to return. Then 
came the heavy, burdensome sense of guilt; — the 
fear of being found out ; the humiliating, degrading 
recollection, that she who had entered the room, 
bent upon discovering the fault of another, was now 
a sharer in the same offence. 

Presently she fancied that some one called her 
name. She ran into her own room with the book 
still in her hand, and Ustened again. She was not 
called, but a footstep was heard upon the lobby, and 
without further consideration, Ruth opened the nearest 
drawer, one in which Janet Harding's winter dresses 
were put away, and thrust the volume beneath a 
cloak. The footstep passed her room, it sounded 
up the attic stairs. It could only be a servant, but 
Ruth was so entirely bewildered, nervous, and frigh- 
tened, that she could not stop to arrange her ideas, 
and ran down to the parlour in the dread lest the 
next instant should bring some one to look for and 
discover her. Candles were just being lighted. No 
one was thinking of Ruth ; no one was watching her 
Only Mary Vernon asked if she was not well, she 
was so silent. Ruth had a headache ; — ^yes, a very 
bad, throbbing headache. But she had a worse pain 
than that ; the pain of an aching heart. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

The bright sun shone cheerfully into the front bed- 
rooms of Mrs. Carter's house the following morning. 
It was six o'clock ; the bell sounded to waken the 
family. Ruth slowly unclosed her eyes. Her eye- 
lids were pressed down with sleep ; her dreams had 
been disturbed ; a weight lay upon her heart ; she 
did not rise at once as was her custom. A change 
seemed to have come upon herself and upon every- 
thing about her. At length she summoned resolu- 
tion to get up. Over the bhnd of the window the 
front entrance could be seen, and beyond it the high 
road, and an opposite house and garden. It was 
precisely what she had beheld the day before ; the 
sounds were precisely what she had heard; the 
rumbling dray-cart, the light rattling cab, the early 
cries, and the sounds below in the house ; the un- 
barring of doors, unfastening of shutters : all was the 
same outwardly. But alas I Ruth's feelings told too 
truly that it was not the same to her. Life is made 
up not of events, but of actions, and thoughts, and 
feelings. Our lives, the life of each individual is not 
what has happened to him, but what he has done 
and thought. So a man lives as truly in a dungeon 
as on a throne ; his hfe is to himself in its eternal 
consequences equally important. So the Almighty 
Lord " who only knoweth the hearts of the childrer 
of men," looks with the same interest upon the 
beggar and the prince, for He sees that both are 
passing through the same conflict both hurrying to 
the same end — ^Eternity. 
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This new day of Ruth's life was new in a sense, 
which no mere outward change of circumstances 
could make it. It was a day of new trial. 

Ruth had done wrong ; she had offended against 
her mother's warnings— against Mrs. Carter's rules ; 
she had sinned in the sight of God. Yet the offence 
was not of that grievous nature to render her de- 
spairing of her own principles, or doubtful of forgive- 
ness. It was her peculiar character which made it 
so serious. There was one simple course for Ruth 
to adopt, the acknowledgment of her fault to Mrs. 
Carter. In one sense it would have been easier now 
to blame her companions than before : in accusing 
them she would accuse herself also. But accuse her- 
self 1— it was the last idea likely to enter Ruth's 
mind. She to whom all looked up, who was admired — 
praised. She who was certain of a prize, certain of 
being made first in the school. No ; others whb 
had nothing to lose might accuse themselves, but not 
Ruth. Still something must be done, and soon. 
When Ruth went down stairs she saw Clara and 
Florence watching her. They were evidently annoyed, 
and they seemed suspicious. Ruth knew they must 
have missed the book ; but she was safe from inquiries 
as long as she did not betray anything by her coun- 
tenance. Her spirits became more and more de- 
pressed as the business of the day went on. The 
interest which she usually found in her studies was 
over, for she could give them only a divided atten- 
tion. Again and again the idea of confessing what 
she had done presented itself, and it might have 
been entertained and acted upon but for one circum- 
stance ; that morning's post brought the intelligence 
of the death of Anna Grant's father, and the certain 
announcement that she would not return to school. 
After the first expression of sympathy was given, 
some one named Anna's office, — that which she was to 
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have had. It was merely a casual, passing observa- 
tion, but Ruth heard it though she was sitting at a 
distance from the speaker ; she heard it, felt it — felt 
that many eyes were directed to her ; felt that every 
one was thinking of her. The flush of pride was on 
her cheek ; one moment's thought, and there came a 
sudden sharp pang at her heart — a deep, deep 
shame. The flush was gone, and her cheek and lips 
grew white. It was the sign of an inward struggle, 
of conscious humiliation and determined pride, and 
pride was victorious. Ruth thought no more in 
earnest of confession. 

"What shall I do about the brooch, Ruth?" 
said Madeline, when the morning lessons were over. 
''I had not an opportunity of giving it back to 
Justine last night, and I don't at all like to keep it." 

" The brooch !" repeated Ruth, wonderingly ; 
•* oh ; I remember. Yes, of course, you must give 
it back. Was that Florence who went out of the 
room with Clara?" 

" No ; it was Fanny Wilson. Ruth, dear, what 
is the matter, you look so pale ?" 

Ruth answered that her head ached ; it had been 
aching all day. 

"Don't worry about that exercise then," said 
Madeline. "Come and sit upon the window-seat 
with me, and have a talk till dinner time." 

Ruth followed mechanically, but instead of talking 
she rubbed her finger up and down the pane of glass, 
hunting the flies from spot to spot ; and fixed her eye 
upon a particular shrub in the garden, from which 
she scarcely once removed it. Madeline began the 
conversation without thinking much of Ruth's 
silence ; the headache sufficiently accounted for it. 
It was a great pleasure to Madeline to be alone with 
her sister, and tell out all her Httle grievances, her 
hopesy and anxieties. Madeline felt as if Ruth 
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roust be at least a year older than herself, for she 
seemed always able to give her advice, and was often 
the means of preventing her from committing great 
mistakes. This time Madeline had one particular 
care which she was half ashamed to confess even to 
Ruth. It was the consequence of the old fault, care- 
lessness. She had kept her accounts less strictly of 
late, and, before the holidays, Mrs. Carter was accus- 
tomed to look at the account books. She was not 
angry if they were not correct, but she was much 
pleased if they were, and Madeline had set her 
heart upon doing well in everything. She had been 
trying very hard to remember all she had spent, but 
the money would not come right by eighteenpence. 
Reckoning what she had bought, and what she 
believed was owed to her, still the eighteenpence 
remained a mystery. 

'' And it is not like a little sum, Ruth," she said. 
"It is not like a penny, which I could have lost. 
Eighteenpence is such a great deal ; I cannot think 
what has become of it." 

" But are you sure you have searched for it pro- 
perly ?" asked Ruth. " I mean, are you sure that no 
one owes it you V 

" Yes, very nearly ; I think I know all. There is 
Fanny Wilson's sixpence, and Jessie's twopence for 
the cakes, and a penny which Janet Harding bor- 
rowed the last time the fruit woman came, and the 
shilling I lent Alice at Richmond. I cannot remember 
anything else." 

"Then take my advice, Maddy," said Ruth. 
" Make them all pay you to-day ; then you will have 
it right as far as you can, and very likely in settling 
with them you will remember something about the 
eighteenpence. I often remember when I begin 
in that way, though I may have quite forgotten 
before." 
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Madeline thought the notion a good one, and 
jumping down from the window-seat, was upon the 
point of addressing Janet, when some one said that 
Justine was in the passage. She had brought a 
parcel from her father. Madeline's thoughts imme- 
diately returned to the brooch, for she could not be 
quite happy till it was given back. She left her sen- 
tence to Janet half finished, and ran out of the room. 
Justine had laid her parcel upon the hall table, and 
was about to go into the dressing-room. Jessie 
O'Neile was with her, and Madeline heard Justine 
tell her to go very quietly into the school-room, and 
whisper to Clara that she wanted to speak with her. 
Jessie ran away, and Justine went into the dressing- 
room. Madeline did not quite like to follow; not 
that she repented her resolution, but it seemed un- 
gracious. She knew herself how annoyed she should 
be at having a present returned : but this was the 
only opportunity she might have for several days ; 
and summoning all her strength of mind, she 
boldly pushed open the door. Justine was standing 
with her back towards her, and exclaimed, — 

"Ah, Claire!" 

"It is not Clara," said Madeline, blushing and 
awkwardly holding out the brooch. 

" Ah ! ch^re petite !" and Justine came forward to 
kiss her. 

Madeline submitted to the kiss, but tried to dis- 
engage herself, and, putting the brooch before Justine, 
she said, — 

"I am very much obliged for this; I think it 
beautiful ; but, if you please, I had rather not have 
it, if you don't mind." 

Justine's eyes opened wide in astonishment., 

" Tiens ! Impossible ! qu'as tu, mignonne ?" 

" I would rather not, if you please," said Madeline, 
whose courage was returning, now that the first step 
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was taken. " I should be more happy without it ; 
and, Justine, I did not make the promise, though 
you said I did." 

Justine's surprise stiU continued. She could not 
understand what Madeline wished or meant to say. 

"Ecoutes!" she began. At that instant Clara 
threw back the door, and rushed eagerly into the 
room. 

"It is all over with us, Justine!" — ^then seeing 
MadeUne she stopped and corrected herself. " School 
is just over. So you are come at the exact moment. 
Maddy, I heard Ruth asking for you a minute ago. 
She wants you I suspect. " 

Madeline, too glad of an excuse for departing, put 
the brooch on the table, pushed it towards Justine, 
and departed without another word. When she was 
gone, Clara allowed no time for Justine to speak. 
She was full of her own fears ; the second volume of 
the novel was gone from the closet — ^where, she could 
not imagine. Neither Florence nor Harriet knew 
anything about it. They could get nothing from 
Alice. They half suspected Ruth ; yet Ruth could 
not have told Mrs. Carter, because nothing had been 
said about it, and the book had been missed the pre- 
vious night. 

"Perhaps it is one of the servants," continued 
Clara; "but I cannot guess which. No one but 
Dawson ever goes there, and I don't think she would 
have taken it away. We are in a great fuss about 
it ; my only hope is that Florence has made a mis- 
take ; that she did not carry it up stairs, though she 
fancies she did, and that it is mislaid." 

"But Madame does not know," said Justine, "so 
there is no fear yet at any rate." 

Clara could not see this ; but Justine thrust the 
subject aside, and brought forward that upon which 
she was peculiarly interested herself — the subscrip- 
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tions. "She must," she said, "have all the monej 
paid at once ; the woman at the shop was urgent." 

" I have paid my share ; all I agreed to pay," said 
Clara. " I am not going to give any more." 

"But you have not all paid," repUed Justine^ 
" Some one has not." 

"It is Alice's stupidity," said Clara. "We 
reckoned upon her, and she would not join us. I 
don't see what is to he done. I am sure I will not 
pay any more, and I know that Harriet and Florence 
have not a farthing." 

"Ah! mais — que ferons nous?" asked Justine in 
alarm. 

"I don't know; it is all Alice. We cannot 
manage without her." 

" Where is she ?" inquired Justine. 

" In the school-room, or somewhere — I don't kndw 
where. What was the business between you and 
Madeline about the brooch ?" 

Justine repeated what had passed, and Clara's 
brow grew dark with fear and annoyance. 

" That tiresome child !" she exclaimed. " I 
would rather have to manage any one in the school, 
even Ruth, than her. You can never make her see 
things your way. She will do us mischief somehow." 

" But the subscriptions," interposed Justine. " I 
am to go home directly, and I must take the money 
with mc." 

" The only thing to be done that I can see," 
replied Clara, after a moment's thought, "is to get 
hold of Alice and frighten her. Happily there are 
some visitors just gone into the drawing-room, so we 
shall not have dinner just this minute." 

" Hates toi, done," exclaimed Justine, and Clara 
did hasten. She went instantly to the school-room, 
and summoning Alice from her employment, in- 
formed her, in an under tone, that Justine wanted to 
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speak with her very particularly. Alice was reckon- 
ing up the marks for the good-conduct prize ; only 
two were deficient. With common care she was 
sure of it. Her heart hounded with satisfaction as 
she thought of this. Lady Catharine now would 
really see that she had been trying. Clara's Toice dis- 
turbed her pleasant thoughts : it was always associated 
with something disagreeable. She asked what she 
was wanted for, pleaded business, and said that she did 
not wish to go : but Clara insisted, and Alice, having 
no real excuse, was compelled to obey. Clara closed 
the door of the dressing-room, and stood against it, 
so that no one could enter, and then, breaking sud- 
denly into the middle of Justine's civil speeches, she 
opened the business. But it could scarcely be called 
opening. Clara knew AHce sufficiently to be aware 
of the best mode of deaHng with her, and at once, 
abruptly, as if asking only a matter of right, she de- 
manded her share of the subscription for the library 
books. Poor AHce stood silent, overcome by the 
suddenness and boldness of the request. 

" Mais tu es gauche," interrupted Justine. " AHce 
mignonne !" — 

" No, no," exclaimed Clara ; " leave the matter to 
me. Alice, you know very well that it is owing ; I 
have spoken to you about it before." 

" Before ! where ?" exclaimed AHce, with indigna- 
tion. " You never spoke to me ; I always told you 
I would have nothing to do with it." 

Clara placed her hand quietly on Alice's shoulder. 

" You never said that, when you read with us on 
the Sunday afternoon ?" 

Alice pushed aside the hand, and answered^ with 
flashing eyes, — 

"Clara, you deceived me. You showed me the 
book, but you told me nothing about paying." 
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''I trusted to your honour/' said Clara, in the 
same quiet manner. 

Alice burst into tears. 

"I have no money," she said. "I owe all to 
Madeline, if I had it ; but Florence will not pay, so I 
actually have none." 

" I will lend it you," said Clara. 

AUce partially recovered her self-command, and 
remained for a few moments thinking. Justine 
approached her with a fondling gesture, bat Alice 
stood quite passive. 

" Here is Florence Trevelyan," said Clara, as some 
one gave two gentle taps at the door ; ''her wits will 
never help us." 

Florence came in with a look of idle vacuity and 
curiosity. She knew something secret was going on, 
and she was determined to find out what it was. 

"No secret," said Clara, contemptuously; **hnt 
we are all in a mess. AUce refuses to pay." 

"No, Clara, no," exclaimed AUce; "I do not 
re^se to pay, but I say that you have no right to 
ask me." 

"Depechez vous, mes amies," began Justine, 
playfully. 

" I shall go," said Alice, withdrawing herself from 
Justine. 

"Nay, excuse me," interposed Clara, standing 
directly in front of her : " we cannot let you off quite 
so easily, Alice. We will soon manage to inform the 
whole school how they may trust you. To be mean ! 
I would not be mean for the world." 

" It is just as mean in Florence not to pay me my 
eighteenpence," said Alice. 

Clara caught up the words. 

" Not to repay you your eighteenpence ! Would 
you give it, then, if you had it ?" 
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" I don't know ; I would not be mean ; perhaps 
I can't tell — I owe it to Madeline/' 

"Nonsense! owe it to Madeline?" exclaimed 
Clara. " Why, you can pay her at any time — ^when 
you go home — tnere is not the least hurry. If the 
money were yours would you let us have it ?" 

" I cannot say ; it is not mine," repUed AHce, and 
a look of bewilderment crossed her face. 

" It would be right to give it, there is no question 
of that," said Clara ; " is there, Justine ? Alice read 
the book, and now she is bound to pay for the 
pleasure." 

Justine entirely agreed. 

" You would not fike Justine to think you mean ?" 
said Clara. 

" I should not like any one to think me mean," 
answered Alice ; " I could not bear to be thought it ; 
but I have not a farthing. If you would give me the 
world I cannot pay." 

" But Florence owes you eighteenpence. Let her 
off that, and then it shall go for your share, and she 
and I will settle the subscription now without you. 
We have some little money affairs together." 

" I cannot think what I shall say to Madehne," 
said Alice, who found her resolution beginning to fail. 

" Say nothing ; leave it to chance, and trust to 
Madeline's good-nature; she will never tease you 
about such a trifle." 

" And it would be very kind to me," observed 
Florence. 

"How absurd! Florence," exclaimed Clara. 
" Kind to you !" How can there be any particular 
kindness in Alice's paying what is due !" 

Alice looked extremely angry, but Clara gave her 
no opportunity for expressing what she felt; and 
taking the money required from her own purse, she 
gave it to Justine, saying to Florence as she did so, — 
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"Then we are quits, Florence, now. You have 
paid your share, and so have Harriet and I ; and he- 
sides you ought to pay for Alice, instead of returning 
the eighteenpence." 

" But I cannot," interrupted Florence, in a tone of 
alarm. 

"Well, don't be frightened. I have settled it 
because I owe you for the fruit and cakes you bought 
for me the other day. Do you understand ?'* 

It was quite necessary to ask this question, as 
Florence was famed for dulness in all matters of 
reckoning. She did not now clearly comprehend 
such a very intricate mode of arrangement, and Clara 
was obUged to explain still further. Even then 
Florence was puzzled ; the only impression remain- 
ing on her mind being that she was free, and that in 
some way Madeline was impUcated. Alice would 
still have drawn back, if possible, but Clara silenced 
her by saying that the case was settled ; and the 
summons being given for dinner, the party in the 
dressing-room separated, not, however, before Justine 
had given Alice ** mille remercimens" for her good- 
nature. 

Alice met Madeline when they went into the 
dining-room, with a very painfiil feeling ; a sense of 
shame, a consciousness of having been unjust, almost 
dishonest. She had consented to give up money 
which did not in fact belong to her, because she 
^ould not brave the taunts of Clara Manners, and 
dreaded to be called mean. True, she intended to 
repay Madeline, but this would not be in her power 
for some time, and in the meanwhile she must make 
excuses — false excuses — for she could not own the 
real truth. Alice was full of these unpleasant 
thoughts the whole of dinner time, trying to deter- 
mine what she should say to Madeline ; angry with 
herself for having so weakly yielded to a claim 
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which was not just, and still more angry, even vexed 
and sorrowful, at the remembrance of the first fault 
which had brought her into the difficulty. And all 
Alice's troubles were increased by one great defect in 
her character ; very common — at first sight not very 
important — ^but most certain to do infinite harm to 
all who indulge it. Alice was deficient in moral 
courage ; the courage necessary to be straightforward. 
It was in this especially that she was inferior to 
Madeline; the difference could be seen in their 
manner. When Madeline had done wrong, she 
would blush and tremble, but she would look up 
and speak out without faltering ; and, as she spoke, 
every one felt that her lightest word was to be 
depended on. When Alice had done wrong, her 
eyes were downcast, her voice was hesitating, her sen- 
tences were broken. It was only by questions that 
the truth could be brought out, and then Ahce often 
corrected herself, and made mistakes, and at last was 
obliged to own the whole truth, merely because she 
had become so confused that it was the only way left 
her of escape from perplexity. So, in the present 
instance, the last idea which presented itself to 
Alice's mind was that of simply stating the truth, 
and saying to Madeline that she had lost the change 
given her at Richmond, and had paid away the 
money with which she intended to replace it. Ahce 
fancied that if she did this, some mischief would 
arise. Madeline would inquire, or suspect; some- 
thing would happen, she did not know what. No ; 
she must excuse herself, delay, borrow from some 
one else, anything rather than the easiest, best way 
of arranging the affair. Madeline touched Alice's arm 
as they were waiting in the hall, prepared for the 
afternoon's walk, and said, — 

"Alice, could you attend to me for one moment?" 
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Alice found her heart throh, and was ashamed of 
herself for her cowardice. 

"There is not time now," she said, for she was 
certain that MadeUne was going to ask for her money. 

" Well then, when we come in, if you can. I want 
to settle accounts with you. Mrs. Carter will 
look at the hooks to-morrow, and mine are not 
right." 

« Very well." 

Alice felt the delay of an hour and a half to be a 
reprieve ; but the prospect of the conversation made 
her very uncomfortable. Clara came near and 
whispered, — 

"Alice what are you thinking of?" — There was 
no answer ; Alice moved away and Clara followed. — 
" I know, AUce ; you need not run away from me." 

" Yes, I do need," replied Alice, bitterly. " It is 
you, Clara, who always make me miserable." 

" Miserable ! what a word ! What should you be 
miserable about ?" 

" Madeline wants her money," replied AUce. 

" How do you know that ?" 

" Because she told me ; and what can I say to her ?" 

" Madeline does not want her money," replied 
Clara. " I know more about it than you do." 

" How ! what do you mean ?" 

" She wants the shilling ; not the half-crown." 

"But have you spoken to her? have you told 
her ?" exclaimed Alice. 

Clara laughed. — "No; trust me for being so 
foolish as that ; but I know still ; I have heard her 
talking. She cannot make her accounts come right, 
and she thinks she has lost the eighteenpence. She 
does not know that she lent it to you. She must 
have given it to you by mistake." 

" But what difference can that make to me ?" 
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** Simply, that you need not tell. If she is so care- 
less, she deserves to be punished for it." 

**0h, Clara! how shocking! how dreadful!' ex- 
claimed Alice. " It would be as bad as stealing." 

Alice spoke so loudly that several of her com- 
panions heard her. Clara stopped her instantly. 

" Alice, are you mad ?" she said, and Alice was 
instantly subdued. " You will ruin us all," continued 
Clara, reproachfully ; " I would give worlds if we 
had nothing at all to do with you. How can you 
think I should dream of stealing ?" 

"You said as much," said Alice. 

"No, I did not. I meant nothing of the kind. 
All that I said was, that if MadeUne was careless she 
deserved to be punished." 

" But you implied that I need not tell her about 
the eighteenpence," said Alice. 

" Yes, of course, I did ; but there is no steaUng in 
that. You may pay her when you get home. You 
need not keep the money in the end." 

" Only not tell her now," said Alice, thinking. 

" Yes ; not let her know of the mistake. She 
won't really care, and Mrs. Carter will not think 
more of it than usual, for Madeline's accounts are 
never right." 

" But it will make Madeline unhappy," said Alice ; 
" She will fret about it." 

" Oh ! no, she will not ; she thinks it lost, and she 
will soon be satisfied. It is but a very httle pain for 
her, and for you it might be the greatest mischief 
possible. Something would be sure to be found out, 
if Mrs. Carter were to inquire why you did not repay 
the money." 

Alice almost wished it might be ; this continued 
concealment, this being placed under Clara's power, 
subject to her threats and her entreaties, was more 
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painful than any punishmeut inflicted by Mrs. Carter 
could have been. Still her cowardice stood in the 
way. It seemed safe, to say nothing, and it was not 
dishonest. Alice's conscience misgave her. Was 
that quite true? was it not dishonest? Though 
Madeline might not be worse off in the end, woidd 
she not be worse off now ? And was it certain that 
she should be able to pay her when they went home ? 
Lady Catharine was not much in the habit of giving 
her money, and she could not ask for it. An inquiry 
would then be made why it was wanted, and some- 
thing might be discovered of the truth. Of all things 
Alice dreaded Lady Catharine's knowing that she 
had done anything wrong in money affairs. It was 
a subject about which she was particularly strict. 
Her own bills were paid monthly ; she was quite an- 
noyed and uncomfortable if this was not done, and 
she had often warned Alice against that very common 
species of dishonesty in young persons, the running 
in debt for articles for which they cannot afford 
the purchase, or which, if they are paid for in the 
end, must in the mean time cause inconvenience and 
perhaps loss to another. Alice knew, she was quite 
certain, that Clara's plan was a wrong one. She 
said, '' No, it could not be ; she would not listen 
to it." 

They returned from their walk. Alice took off her 
dress quickly, and went to the school-room. Made- 
line hastened after her; her bright open face clouded 
by annoyance. She asked Alice for the shilling which 
she had lent her at Richmond. Alice gave it. 
Madeline lamented the loss of her eighteen-pence. 
She begged Alice to help her in discovering what had 
been done with it ; and Alice hid her face under pre- 
tence of searching in her desk. Madehne went on 
lamenting and wondering ; and Alice replied, " I am 
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veiT Sony." Madeline kissed her, and thanked her, 
ana said : " Alice, you are always sorry for any one 
in trouble." 

Then Alice's heart did indeed reproach her ; but 
courage, moral courage, oh! how sad it is to be 
deficient in it! AUce allowed Madeline to leave 
her under a false impression, and when she was gone 
saw herself in her true light, weak, selfish, and dis- 
honest. 
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